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OF 

PATRICK    HANNAY,    A.M., 

By  DAVID  LAING,  F.S.A.  Scot. 


HEN  the  Author  publifhed  the 
following  collection  of  his  Poems, 
at  London  in  1622,  he  prefixed  an 
engraved  emblematical  frontifpiece, 
which  alfo  contained  his  own  por- 
trait, according  to  a  fafhion  that 
then  prevailed.  In  his  cafe,  this  little  piece  of 
vanity  has  given  a  fictitious  kind  of  value  to  the 
book  itfelf  among  portrait  collectors  fince  the  be- 
ginning of  the  prefent  century,  from  its  rarity,  when 
a  copy  with  the  engraved  frontifpiece  appeared  for 
fale.  Of  Hannay's  perfonal  hiftory  we  have  very 
fcanty  information,  and  his  own  verfes  do  not  help 
us  much  in  the  matter.  Indeed,  Granger  fays:  "I 
find  no  mention  made  of  this  Sonnetteer  by  any 
of  our  biographical  authors."1 

Patrick  Hannay,  or  Ahannay,  is  ufually  faid 
to  have  been  a  younger  fon  of  Alexander  Hannay 
of  Sorbie,  in  the  parifh  of  that  name,  in  Wigtown- 
fhire.  On  the  other  hand,  the  commendatory  verfes 
by  John  Marfhall,  in  1622,  would  rather  imply  that, 
although  defcended  "  from  Sorby's  flock,"  he  was 

1  Biographical  Hiftory,  vol.  ii.,  p.  17,  edit.  1775. 
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one  of  the  Hannays  of  Kirkdale,  in  the  Stewartry 
of  Kirkcudbright.  This  family  of  Kirkdale  had 
branched  off  from  that  of  Sorbie  in  1532;  and  when 
the  male  fucceflion  of  the  latter  failed  in  1640,  it 
was  affumed  by  the  other.  It  is  not  eafy,  however, 
to  trace  the  two  families  in  a  fatisfactory  manner, 
from  the  great  confufion  that  arifes  owing  to  the 
name  of  Patrick  given  to  the  fons,  continuing  the 
fame  in  both  families,  at  one  and  the  fame  period 
for  nearly  a  century. 

The  following  charters  may  be  quoted,  as  they 
contain  the  fureft  information  to  be  obtained  in 
reference  to  the  two  families : — 

''•  Carta  Confirmationis  Alexandra  Ahannay  burgenfi 
burgi  de  Wigtoun  heredibus  fuis  et  affignatis  fuper  Cartam 
fibi  fa6tam  per  Duncanum  Murray  burgenfeni  burgi  de 
Quhithern  de  data  apud  Edinburgum  18  die  Novembris 
1532,  De  totis  et  fmgulis  quatuor  mercatis  terrarum  antiqui 
extentus  de  Kirkdale  et  duabus  mercatis  terrarum  antiqui 
extentus  de  Browith  cum  pertinentis  jacentibus  infra 
Senefcallatum  de  Kirkcudbright  Tenendis  de  Rege,  &c. 
Reddendo  &c,  jura  et  fervitia  debita  et  confueta.  Teflibus 
ut  in  aliis  data  apud  Edinbr-  20  die  Novembris  1532." — 
(R.  M.  Sig.  Lib.,  XXIV.,  No.  166.) 

"  Carta  Confirmationis  Alexandra  Ahannay  burgenfi 
Burgi  de  Wigtoun  heredibus  fuis  et  affignatis  fuper  Cartam 
venditionis  fibi  factam  per  Patricium  Ahannay  de  Sorby 
de  data  apud  Wigtoun  6  die  Maii  1539.  De  omnibus 
et  fmgulis  quatuor  mercatis  et  dimidia  mercata  terrarum 
fubfcript.  antiqui  extentus  viz.  duabus  mercatis  et  dimidia 
mercata  terrarum  de  Killantrenane  mercata  terrarum  de 
Craiginlee  et  mercata  terrarum  de  Auchinree  cum  omnibus 
fuis  pertinentis  jacentibus  in  parochia  de  Inche  et  infra 
vice  comitatum  de  Wigtoun.  Tenendis  de  Rege,  &c. 
Reddendo  jura  et  fervitia  debita  et  confueta.  Teflibus 
ut  in  aliis  data  apud  Sanctum  Andream  12  die  Maii  1539." 
— (R.  M.  Sig.  Lib.,  XXVI.,  No.  256.) 
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Mr.  Andrew  Symfon,  Minifter  of  Kirkinner,  in  his 
Defcription  of  Galloway}  fays :  "  At  Sorbie  there  is 
only  one  principal  edifice;  'twas  built  by  the  Laird  of 
Sorbie,  whofe  name  was  then  Hannay,  a  name  very 
common  in  Galloway,  but  not  any  man  now  of  note 
of  that  name  in  this  country."    This  was  in  1684.2 

Ahannay  or  Hannay. 
The  fhield  of  Hannay  Arms  firft  occurs  in  Sir 
David  Lyndfay's  Heraldry,   1542,  fol.   I28b-  fimply 
with  the  name  Ahannay. 


i/\£<wmav 


Page  45.     *  Firft  publifhed  at  Edinburgh  in  1823. 
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In  Nifbet's  Syjlem  of  Heraldry,  1722,  vol.  i.,  Plate 
23,  (12),  as  follows,  we  have  HANNAY  OF  SORBIE: — 


And  at  p.  335  he  fays: — 

"AHANNAY  of  old,  now  writ  HANNAY;  the  principal 
Family  of  the  Name  was  Ahannay  of  Sorbie,  an  old 
Family  in  Galloway,  carried  as  in  Font's  MS.  Argent, 
Three  Roe-Bucks  Heads  couped,  Azure ;  collared,  Or ; 
with  a  Bell  pendent  thereat,  Gules.  But  on  the 
Frontifpiece  of  a  Book  of  curious  Poems,  printed  in 
Anno  1622,  and  written  by  Mr.  Patrick  Hannay, 
Grandfon  of  Donald Hannay  of  Sorbie,  are  his  Arms 
in  Taliduce,  with  his  Picture,  being  Argent,  Three 
Roe-Bucks  Heads  couped,  Azure;  with  a  Mollet  in 
the  Collar  Point,  for  his  Difference,  his  Father  being 
a  younger  Son  of  Hannay  of  Sorbie,  with  a  Crofs 
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Crojlet fitched,  ijfuing  out  of  a  Crefcent  Sable;  for 
Creft  and  Motto  relative  thereto,  Per  ardna  ad  alta. 

"  The  Lands  of  Sorbie  are  now  poffeffed  by  others ; 
but  the  Family  is  at  prefent  reprefented  by  Mr. 
Robert  Hannay  of  Kingfmuir  in  Fife,  who  carries 
the  laft  Blazon  without  the  Mollet,  and  the  fame 
Creft,  with  this  Motto,  Crefco  &  fpero,  as  in  Plate  of 
Atchievements. 

"There's  another  Family  of  the  Name  ftill  in 
Galloway,  defcended  of  Sorbie,  viz.,  H  AN  NAY  of 
Kirkdole-,  but  with  what  Difference  he  carries  the 
Arms  of  Sorbie,  I  know  not." 

Before  giving  fome  notices  of  the  family  of  Kirk- 
dale,  it  may  be  not  out  of  place  to  give  an  extract, 
regarding  the  Hannays  of  Sorbie,  from  the  "  Hiftory 
of  the  Lands  and  their  Owners  in  Galloway,"  (pub- 
limed  in  the  name  of  James  Patterfon,  but  chiefly 
written  by  P.  H.  M'Kerlie,  Esq.,)  Edinburgh,  1870, 
vol.  i.,  p.  456.  Only  the  firft  volume  of  this  work 
has  yet  appeared:1 — 

"That  the  Hannays  (fays  Mr.  M'Kerlie)  were 
proprietors  at  an  early  period,  and  alfo  one  of  the 
ancient  Galloway  fepts,  there  can  be  no  doubt. 
The  firft  we  find  of  Sorbie  was  Odo  Hannay ;  and 
he  was  fucceeded  by  his  fon,  Robert  Ahannay,  who 

1  Mr.  M'Kerlie  having  kindly  applied  for  information,  writes  as 
follows:  "The  prefent  owner  of  Kirkdale  is  Major  Rainsford- 
Hannay,  having  fucceeded  through  heirs  female,  and  aflumed  the 
name  of  Hannay.  He  takes  an  intereft  in  anfwering  my  queries  on 
other  matters,  and  I  will  fee  if  he  cannot  find  among  the  papers  at 
Kirkdale  fome  definite  information  both  about  the  poet  of  the  Houfe 
of  Sorbie  and  the  Baronetcy,"  &c.  In  a  fubfequent  note  he  adds : 
"  I  had  a  reply  from  Kirkdale,  &c,  and  I  have  to  acquaint  you 
that  your  conclufion  about  the  complimentary  letter  from  John 
Marfhall  to  Patrick  Hannay  was  correct.  Major  Rainsford- 
Hannay  has  nothing  more  than  what  appears  in  the  volume 
of  1622." 
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was  alive  in  1484  and  1494.  The  next  was  John 
Hannay  of  Sorbie,  who,  we  fuppofe,  was  the  fon  of 
Robert.  According  to  Douglas,  he  married  a 
daughter  of  Sir  Alexander  Stewart  of  Garlies, 
about  the  year  1500.  He  was  fucceeded  by  Patrick 
Ahannay,  who  was  in  poffeffion  on  the  10th  October, 
1544,  and  who,  we  prefume,  was  the  fon  of  John. 
In  1 58 1,  Patrick  fat  as  member  for  Wigtown  in 
the  Scottifh  Parliament.  Then  follow  Donald  and 
Alexander.  Of  the  former  no  fpecial  mention  is 
made;  but  of  the  latter  we  find  an  inftrument  of 
fafine,  dated  29th  December,  1598,  on  a  precept  of 
dare  cojiftat,  granted  by  the  faid  Alexander  Hannay 
of  Sorbie,  in  favour  of  Robert  Hannay,  his  fon, 
brother  and  neareft  kin  to  William  Hannay,  of  an 
annual  rent  of  £40.  It  would  appear  from  this 
that  Alexander  Hannay  had  feveral  fons;  for  he 
was  fucceeded  by  John,  who  was  the  eldeft.  In 
the  years  1604  and  1607,  Alexander  Hannay  was 
brought  into  debt  through  a  feud  with  Murray 
of  Broughton,  and  had  a  good  part  of  his  lands 
efcheated.  John  Hannay  feems  to  have  fucceeded 
his  father  about  161 2,  as  on  the  10th  of  March  of 
that  year  we  find  him  ferved  heir  to  his  father  in 
the  ten  libratis  terrarum,  and  other  lands  ecclefiaftic 
in  Sorbie,  and  alfo  the  twenty  merk  land  of  Craig- 
boy,  parifh  of  Inch.  Who  John  Hannay  married 
does  not  appear,  but  it  is  ftated  that  he  was  fuc- 
ceeded by  John.  This,  however,  does  not  feem 
clear,  and  we  are  inclined  to  think  that  there  was 
only  one  John  at  this  time.  He  married  Dorothy 
Stewart,  who  had  been  the  wife  of  Alexander 
Stewart  of  Tonderghie,  &c.  As  mentioned  under 
Tonderghie,  parifh  of  Whithorn,  the  particulars  of 
the  caufe  of  feparation  between  Alexander  and 
Dorothy  Stewart  are  not  now  known. 

"John  Hannay  revived  the  quarrel  with  Murray 
of  Broughton:  10*$  thereby  more  of  his  lands,  and 
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got  into  ferious  difficulties.  He  was  killed  in  the 
year  1640,  and  with  him  the  property  appears  to 
have  parted  from  the  family.  He  had  a  younger 
brother  named  Patrick,  who  had  followed  the 
military  profeffion,  and  attained  the  rank  of 
General  of  Artillery  under  the  King  of  Bohemia.1 
He  was  alfo  the  poet  of  the  name,  whofe  works 
were  highly  efteemed.  Whether  he  was  the  Patrick 
Hannay  who,  in  1637,  fat  in  the  Scottilh  Parliament, 
we  cannot  ftate.  A  third  brother,  Robert  Hannay, 
alfo  became  a  foldier  of  ftanding,  and  was  created 
a  Baronet  in  1629,  by  the  ftyle  of  Hannay  of 
Mochrum.  As  a  Royalift,  he  was  killed  fighting 
in  1642.  We  alfo  learn  that  there  was  James 
Hannay,  Dean  of  Edinburgh,  in  the  time  of  Charles 
I.,  and  a  Sir  Patrick  Hannay,  Director  of  the  Chan- 
cery in  Ireland,  about  the  fame  period.  The  par- 
ticulars, however,  in  regard  to  each  we  regret  to  be 
unable  to  give. 

"  From  Sir  Robert  Hannay  having  been  ftyled 
of  Mochrum  when  made  a  Baronet,  we  are  ftronglv 
inclined  to  think  that  our  fuppofition  of  Mochrum 
having  been  in  early  times  owned  by  the  Hannays 
is  confirmed  thereby. 

11  In  the  time  of  the  Hannays  the  property  was 
called  Inglefton  and  Sorbie.  Other  lands,  however, 
are  now  embraced  in  this  property,  as  owned  by 
the  Earls  of  Galloway." 

To  this  extract  may  be  added  the  following  lift, 
communicated  by  Mr.  M'Kerlie  as  the  refult  of 
various  recent  inquiries  which  he  kindly  made  in 
attempting  to  clear  up  the  Poet's  pedigree: — 

Hannay  of  Kirkdale,  Parish  of  Kirkmabrkck. 
In  1532  Alexander  A'Hannay,  uncle  of  Patrick  of  Sorbie, 
is  Hated  to  have  acquired  Kirkdale. 


This  applies  to  Sir  Andrew  Gray. 
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Alexander  was  fucceeded  by  his  fon  John. 

John 

»          by      „ 

Patrick. 

Patrick 

by      „ 

Patrick. 

Patrick 

by      „ 

William. 

William 

by       „ 

Samuel. 

Samuel 

by       „ 

William. 

William 

!           ty       " 

Samuel,  who  in  1783 

was  ferved  heir  to  Sir  Robert,  firft  baronet.     The 
baronetcy  became  extinct  in  1841.     The  property 
of  Kirkdale  is  now  owned  through  female  heirs. 
Whether  it  was  Patrick,  the  poet,  or  Patrick  the  fon  of 
Patrick  Hannay  of  Kirkdale,  who  fat  in  the  Scottifh  Par- 
liament in  1637  cannot  be  decided.    I  incline  to  the  latter. 
How  the  Baronetcy  could  be  claimed  by  the  Kirkdale 
family,  if  given  to  one  of  thofe  of  Sorbie,  has  yet  to  be 
cleared  up. 

In  bringing  together  the  fubfequent  early  notices 
refpefling  the  Kirkdale  family,  I  muft  leave  it  to 
others  to  make  ftill  further  inquiries,  in  order  to 
afcertain,  if  poffible,  which  of  the  Patrick  Hannays 
can  be  identified  as  the  Poet. 

Alexander  Ahannay,  brother  of  the  Laird  of 
Sorbie,  and  burgefs  of  Wigtown,  July,  15 13.  (Pit- 
cairn's  Criminal  Trials,  vol.  i.,  p.  95.) 

According  to  the  preceding  Charter  of  1532, 
Alexander  Ahannay,  burgefs  of  Wigtown,  acquired 
from  Duncan  Murray,  burgefs  of  Quhithern,  certain 
lands  of  ancient  extent  de  Kirkdale  et  Browith, 
Kirkcudbright,  November  20,  1532.  The  other 
Charter  from  his  nephew,  Patrick  Ahannay  de 
Sorby,  is  a  grant  of  the  lands  de  Killantrenane,  &c, 
May  12,  1539. 

The  commendatory  verfes  in  1622,  which  I 
prefume  leaves  little  doubt  that  the  Poet  was  of 
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the   Kirkdale  family,   an   ofif-fhoot   from    that    of 
Sorbie,  may  be  quoted: — 

To  his  much  refpected  friend  Matter 
Patrick    Hannay. 
Hannay  thy  worth  bewrayes  well  whetice  thoiirtfprung,    King  Gal- 

And  that  that  honour 'd  Name  thou  doji  not  wrong:  worthiS 

As  if  from  Sorby'syZ?^  no  branch  could fprout,  wtofo 

But  fhould  with  Rip' ning-time  beare  golden  fruit:  brauely 

Thy  Anceflors  were  euer  worthy  found,  fought 

Elfe  Galdus  graue  had  grac'd  no  Hannay's  ground:  ™th  the 

Thy  fathers  father  Donald  well  was  knowne  lieTbSfcd 

To  /A'Englifh  by  his  fword,  but  thou  artfhowne  in  the 

To  them  by  pen,  (times  changing)  Hannay's  are  lands  of 

Acliue  in  acls  of  worth  be't  peace  or  warre.  Patncke 

Goe  on  in  vci-tue,  After-times  will  tell,  KirkdakL 

None  but  A  Hannay  could  haue  donefo  well.  Galloway. 

Io:  Marfhall. 

In  thefe  verfes  by  Marfhall,  fpecial  mention  is 
made  of  Donald,  the  Poet's  grandfather,  faid  to  be 
"  well  known  to  the  Englifh  by  his  fword."  This  mutt 
neceffarily  refer  to  a  period  not  later  than  1573. 

John  Ahannay,  Provoft  of  Wigtown  upon  an 
Aflize,  February  24,  1608.  (Criminal  Trials,  vol.  ii., 
p.  540.) 

John  Hannay  of  Kirkdale,  faid  to  have  died  in 
1614. 

Patrick  Hannay  of  Kirkdale,  his  fon,  married 
Anne,  daughter  of  Patrick  M'Kie  of  Larg,  May 
22nd,  161 1. 

"Johnne  Kennydie  of  Blairquhan,  and  Johnne 
Bairdis,brothergermane  to  the  Laird  of  Kilquhinzie," 
purfued  before   the  Juftice-Depute   for  the   cruel 
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(laughter  of  umquhile  Patrick  Ahannay  of  Kirk- 
daill,  Provoft  of  Wigtown,  committed  by  them  and 
their  accomplices,  at  the  Cruves  of  the  Watter  of 
Crie,  in  December  im  vjc  [x?]  yeares.  The  pur- 
fuers,  Patrick  Ahannay  of  Kirkdaill,  as  fon  to 
umquhile  Patrick  Ahannay,  and  the  Lord  Advocate. 
The  panel  pleaded  in  defence,  and  produced  his 
Majefty's  remiffion,  dated  at  Edinburgh,  18th  May 
inftant.  (See  the  Report  in  Pitcairn's  Criminal 
Trials,  vol.  iii.,  pp.  1 19-21.) 

Twenty  years  later,  we  have  this  other  legal  pro- 
ceeding:— 

"  Ahannay  of  Kirkdale  contra  Aiton, 
March  13,  1632. 
"  In  an  action  for  payment  of  Duties  of  Lands,  the 
Defender  defending  himfelf  with  a  rental  fet  by  the  Town 
of  Wigtoun,  to  his  Father  and  his  Heirs  Heretably,  ad 
perpetuam  remanentiam  (for  this  was  the  Tenor  of  the 
Rental)  and  that  he  was  heir  to  his  Father,  and  fo  it 
ought  to  defend  him,  during  his  lifetime;  and  the  purfuer 
contending,  that  the  Rental  ought  not  to  defend  him 
after  the  deceafe  of  the  firfl  Receiver,  albeit  it  bore  that 
word  of  the  Rentallers  Heir;  except  that  he  might  prove 
by  Authentick  Probation,  that  the  cuflom  of  the  Town 
of  Wigtoun  is  fo,  that  Rentals  fo  fet,  are  effectual  to  the 
Receiver's  Heirs,  for  his  lifetime;  and  that  that  cuftom 
has  been  allowed  to  the  Heir  fo  to  bruik.  The  Lords 
fuflained  the  exception,  and  found,  that  the  rental  fet  to 
a  Rentaller  and  his  Heirs,  ought  to  maintain  the  firfl 
heir  of  the  Rentaller,  during  his  lifetime;  and  that  there 
was  no  neceflity  to  alledge  or  prove  any  fuch  cuflom,  as 
was  replyed  on ;  but  fuflained  the  Exception  without  that 
alledgance,  and  Pound,  that  they  would  obferve  this 
decifion  thereafter,  when  the  like  queflion  occurres;  but 
albeit  it  was  fo  here  found,  yet  the  Exception  of  the  Tenor 
of  Rentals  may  furnifh  caufe  of  fcruple ;  for  if  any  heritor 
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ihould  receive  a  Perfon  and  his  heirs,  Rentallers  to  the 
Setter  Perfonally,  not  proportioning,  that  they  admitted 
to  the  Setter,  and  his  Heirs,  it  may  appear  eo  cafu,  that 
then  the  Heirs  of  the  Rentallers  mould  not  bruik  longer 
than  that  Setter's  life;  for  albeit  the  Rentallers  Heirs  be 
mentioned,  yet  that  may  be  conflrudted,  that  they  mould 
bruik,  in  cafe  the  Rentallers  felf  mould  die  before  the 
Setter,  fo  that  thir  confiderations,  and  the  like,  will  depend 
much  upon  the  Tenor  and  Conception  of  Claufes  in 
Rentalls.  Actor  Giltnor.  alter.  Hepburn.  Gib/on  Clerk. 
Vid  March  15,  163 1.     E.  Galloway."1 

This  cafe  is  thus  reported  by  Spottifwoode: — 

"  It  being  queftionable  how  long  a  Rental  given  to  a 
man  and  his  heirs  mould  lad,  the  Lords  have  decided  it 
fometimes  this  way,  fometimes  that;  In  an  action  between 
Mr.  Chryftie  and  A.  Hannay,  they  found  that  it  mould 
lafl  for  the  lifetime  of  the  firfl  heir  of  him  to  whom  the 
Rental  was  given,  and  no  longer,  conform  to  the  Civil 
Law  above  written,  which  they  declared  they  would  keep 
and  follow  in  all  time  thereafter,  when  the  like  queftion 
mould  occur.     13  March,  1632."  2 

Patrick  Hannay  of  Kirkdaill,  married,  in  1606, 
Agnes,  daughter  of  Gavin  Dunbar  of  Baldoon. 

Patrick  Hannay  of  Kirkdale,  ferved,  heir  of  his 
grandfather,  John  Hannay  of  Kirkdale,  May  18th, 
1614: — 

"Kirkcudbright  Retours. — No.  no. — Maii  18, 
1614. — Patricius  Hanay  de  Kirkdall  hoeres  Joannis 
Hanay  de  Kirkdaill,  avi, — in  4  mercatis  terrarum  de 
Kirkdaill; — 2  mercatis  terrarum  de  Brouncht  (vel 
Broicht,)  in  parochia  de  Kirkdaill. — A.E.,  4  1.,  N.E., 
12  1.  (VI.  16)." 

1  Gibfon  of  Dury's  Decifions,  Edinb.,  1690,  p.  629. 
3  Spottifwoode's   Pradticks  of   the  Laws  of  Scotland,    Edinb., 
1706,  p.  354. 
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Patrick  Ahannay  of  Kirkdail,  fined,  among  other 
landed  proprietors,  ioo  merks,  for  not  appearing 
when  fummoned  upon  an  Aflize,  December  15,  16 19 
( Criminal  Trials,  vol.  iii.,  p.  477). 

We  may,  I  think,  conclude  for  certainty  that 
Patrick  Hannay  was  an  immediate  defcendant  of 
the  Kirkdale  and  not  the  Sorbie  family.  Alexander 
Hannay,  a  younger  fon  of  the  Laird  of  Sorbie, 
purchafed  Kirkdale  in  the  year  1532. 

A  century  later  the  two  families  were  again 
merged  in  one,  in  1640,  when  the  Sorbie  pro- 
perty was  loft,  and  the  proprietor,  Hannay,  at  that 
time  fucceeded  as  next  male  defcendant  of  the 
ancient  family. 

The  prefent  owner  of  Kirkdale  is  Major  Rainsford- 
Hannay,  having  fucceeded  through  heirs  female,  and 
affumed  the  name  of  Hannay  from  his  grandfather, 
Samuel  Hannay,  who  was  ferved  heir  of  Kirkdale 
in  the  year  1783. 

In  the  year  16 19  PATRICK  HANNAY  firft  appears 
as  an  author  by  two  publications,  "The  Happy 
Hufband ;"  and,  as  one  of  the  Court  poets,  his  "  Two 
Elegies,"  on  occafion  of  the  death  and  funeral  of 
Queen  Anne  of  Denmark,  in  May  1619. 

Previous,  however,  to  thefe  publications,  Hannay 
muft  have  been  known  as  a  Poet ;  as  the  quatrain 
addreffed  to  him  by  John  Dunbar,  prefixed  to  his 
poems  in  1622,  appeared  fix  years  earlier,  with  two 
flight  variations,  in  the  volume  "  Epigrammaton 
Joannis  Dunbari  M-egalo-Britanni.     Centuriae  fex, 
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Decades  totidem.    Londini,  ex  typographeo  Thoma: 
Purfootij.    1616,"  p.  168: — 

"  Epigram.  Centur.  VI.  12.  Ad  Patricium  Hannaeum. 

Quifnam  Hanncee,  tibi  veteri  pro  (lemmate  certet, 
Gente  a  Romulidum  gens  tua  quando  venit? 

Annoei  emicuere  duo,  vetefque,  Sophufque; 
His  etiam  Hannseus  tertius  efle  potes." 

In  the  Manufcript  Collections  of  George  Chalmers, 
author  of  "  Caledonia,"  for  the  Hiftory  of  Scottifh 
Poetry,  in  his  notes  regarding  Patrick  Hannay, 
the  year  1594  is  affigned  as  the  date  of  his  birth, 
but  no  authority  is  given.  It  has  alfo  been  fuppofed 
that  when  the  Court  was  removed  to  London  upon 
the  accemon  of  James  the  Sixth  to  the  Crown  of 
England,  Hannay  followed  the  example  of  many 
others  of  his  countrymen,  who,  from  time  to  time, 
went  fouth  to  pufh  their  fortunes,  in  the  hope  of 
balking  in  the  funfhine  of  Royalty.  The  fuppofed 
poverty  of  the  Scots,  and  their  importunate  claims  on 
the  King,  with  their  alleged  reluctance  ever  to  return 
to  their  own  country,  furnifhed  a  fubject  of  ridicule  in 
various  ballads  and  other  compofitions.  In  reference 
to  this  I  may  quote  part  of  a  letter  from  Jofeph 
Ritfon,  who  fays: — 

"  Only  three  (hillings!  You  feem  to  forget  that 
three  millings  fterling  is  near  two  pounds  Scots, 
and  that  there  has  been  a  time  when  the  mighty 
and  puiffant  Monarch  of  all  Scotland  had  not 
fuch  a  fum  in  his  Treafury.  The  cafe  is  altered, 
I  perceive,  at  prefent;  but  whom  have  you  to 
thank  for  it? 
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"  Bonny  Scot,  we  all  witnefs  can 
That  England  hath  made  thee  a  gentleman."1 

Such  a  ftatement  might  have  been  more  probable 
had  the  words  been  applicable  to  Hannay's  father, 
who  would,  of  courfe,  take  his  fon  with  him  for  his 
education.  I  have  fearched,  but  in  vain,  various 
College  Regifters  for  the  name  of  Patrick  Hannay 
as  a  ftudent,  there  being  no  doubt  of  his  having 
received  a  claflical  education.  In  the  Gentleman's 
Magazine Tor  Auguft  1812,  Hannay's  fong, 

"  When  curious  Nature  did  her  cunning  trie," 

is  printed  as  giving  a  minute,  though  not  favourable, 
character  of  the  town  of  Croydon,  county  of  Surrey. 
This  may  fuggeft  his  father's  refidence  in  that 
quarter,  and  if  fo,  that  he  may  have  fent  his  fon  to 
purfue  his  ftudies  in  one  of  the  colleges  at  Cam- 
bridge. 

On  the  title-page  of  the  two  works,  publifhed  in 
the  year  161 9,  they  both  profefs  to  have  been 
"  Written  by  Patrick  Hannay,  Mr.  of  Arts." 
It  will  alfo  be  feen  from  the  commendatory 
verfes  prefixed  to  his  Poems,  1622,  that  he 
is  more  than  once  ftyled  "MASTER  PATRICK 
Hannay,"  which  denotes,  according  to  the  in- 
variable practice  of  the  time,  that  he  had  taken 
his  degree  of  Matter  of  Arts.  It  may  have  been 
a  piece  of  conceit  on  his  part  to  drop  this  defig- 

1  Letter  to  my  Father,  dated  Gray's  Inn,  19th  January,  1794 
(Ritfon's  Letters,  vol.  ii.,  p.  36,  Lond.  1833).  This  and  fome 
other  letters  were  firft  printed  in  Nichols's  Illuftrations  of  the 
Literary  Hiftory  of  the  Eighteenth  Century  (vol.  iii.,  p.  775). 
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nation,  and  to  fubftitute  "Gent"  (gentleman)  in 
its  ftead.  The  feveral  dedications  to  his  poems 
may  alfo  be  held  in  proof  that  this  earlier  period  of 
his  life  was  fpent  in  England. 

We  now  come  to  the  year  1622,  when  Hannay 
publifhed  his  collected  Poems  in  the  volume  of 
which  the  prefent  is  a  faithful  and  literal  re-publi- 
cation. It  is  divided  into  five  diftincTt  portions, 
two  of  which  bear  on  the  title  "The  Second 
Edition,"  and  each  of  the  five  has  a  feparate  title 
and  dedication. 

I. — Philomela:  the  Nightingale. 

This  poem  is  founded  on  the  claflical  Legend 
contained  in  the  Sixth  Book  of  Ovid's  Metamor- 
phofes.  This  Legend  refers  to  Tereus,  King  of 
Thrace,  who  married  Progne,  daughter  of  Pandion, 
King  of  Athens,  by  whom  he  had  a  fon  Itys.  In 
afterwards  conducting  his  fifter  Philomela,  a  princefs 
of  great  beauty,  from  Athens  to  Thrace,  Tereus  fell 
in  love  with  his  charge;  and,  on  her  rejecting  his 
folicitations,  ravifhed  her,  cut  out  her  tongue,  the 
better  to  conceal  his  inceft,  and  fhut  her  up  in  a 
flrong  tower,  pretending  to  his  wife  fhe  died  on  the 
journey.  Her  fifter  Progne,  on  being  acquainted  of 
her  misfortunes  in  revenge  killed  her  fon,  and  ferved 
his  flefh  up  as  a  banquet  to  Tereus ;  and  afterwards, 
to  convince  him  of  the  fact,  threw  at  him  the  head 
of  Itys.  To  efcape  his  rage,  at  the  intervention  of 
the  gods,  Progne  was  turned  into  a  Swallow,  while 
Philomela  was  transformed  to  a  Nightingale,  Itys 
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to  a  pheafant,  and  Tereus  himfelf  into  a  Lapwing. 
It  is  a  revolting  fubje6t,  and  cannot  be  faid  to  in- 
creafe  its  attractions  in  flanzas  of  peculiar  meafure, 
fuggefted,  it  might  be,  in  imitation  of  Montgomery's 
"Cherrie  and  the  Slae;"  but  we  may  queftion 
whether  either  of  them,  each  confiding  of  about 
no  ftanzas,  fet  to  peculiar  tunes,  were  ever  liftened 
to  at  one  time  from  beginning  to  end. 

Philomela  is  dedicated  to  a  lady  of  great  beauty 
and  wealth,  Frances,  daughter  of  Thomas,  Lord 
Howard,  fon  to  Thomas,  Duke  of  Norfolk.  Her 
third  hufband  was  Ludovick,  Duke  of  Richmond 
and  Lennox.  Granger1  fays  of  the  Duchefs, 
her  vanity  was  even  greater  than  her  beauty. 
She  affected  much  ftate  in  her  houfehold,  and  was 
a  great  pretender  to  generofity.  Wilfon  fays,2  "  She 
was  greedy  of  fame,  and  loved  to  keep  great  ftate 
with  little  coft.  .  .  And  to  magnify  her  vanity,  huge 
inventories  of  maffive  plate  went  up  and  down,  from 
hand  to  hand,  that  flie  had  given  to  the  Queen  of 
Bohemia,  and  moft  believed  it ;  yet  they  were  but 
paper  prefents,"  &c. 

II. — Sheretine  and  Mariana. 

The  next  poem  is  of  a  different  character,  and  is 

fomewhat   in   the    ftyle    of    the   popular   Englifh 

Legends,  known  as  "  The  Mirrour  of  Magiftrates." 

The  ftory  profeffes  to  be  founded  on  Hungarian 

1  Biographical  Hiftory  of  England,  vol.  ii.,  p.  49. 

2  See  the  Duchefs  of  Richmond's  Legend  in  Arthur  Wilfon's 
Hiftory  o|  Great  Britain,  being  the  Life  and  Reign  of  King  James 
theFirft.     Lond.,  1653,  p.  258. 
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Hiftory.  In  the  fummary  which  is  prefixed,  the 
Author  gives  no  dates,  but  it  evidently  had  reference 
to  the  reign  of  Solyman  the  Magnificent,  fourth 
Emperor  of  the  Turks,  about  the  year  1 540,  and  to 
the  wars  in  Hungary,  which  followed  the  death  of 
his  tributary,  King  John.  But  leaving  the  hiftorical 
details,  we  find  that  John  Sheretine,  deeply  enam- 
oured of  Mariana,  at  Vienna,  had,  with  the  confent 
of  her  friends,  been  contracted  to  her ;  but  during 
his  abfence  in  Hungary,  Nicholas  Turian,  who  ac- 
companied the  Emperor  Maximilian,  alfo  fell  deeply 
in  love  with  the  fame  lady,  who  was  forced  by  her 
parents  to  wed  him,  againft  her  own  will  and  plighted 
faith.  Afterwards,  Sheretine  having  returned,  was 
fo  greatly  affected  by  the  inconftancy  (as  he  fup- 
pofed)  of  Mariana,  and  the  ill-dealing  of  her 
parents,  that  he  fell  fick  .with  extreme  forrow  and 
died.  Mariana's  love  for  Sheretine  had,  however, 
remained  unfhaken;  and,  hearing  of  his  death,  the 
poem  terminates  in  a  tragical  manner  by  the  death 
of  herfelf  and  her  relations. 

This  poem  is  inferibed  to  Lucy,  Countefs  of 
Bedford.  She  was  the  daughter  of  John,  Lord 
Harrington,  fifter  and  co-heir  of  John,  fecond 
Lord  Harrington.  She  was  a  great  heirefs,  and 
Nicholas  Stone,  the  celebrated  fculptor,  in  his  MS. 
Note-book,  records  that  in  161 6  he  undertook  to 
make  for  Lucy,  Countefs  of  Bedford,  "  one  fair  and 
(lately  tomb  of  touchftone  and  white  marble  for 
her  father  and  mother  and  brother  and  fifter,  for 
the  which,"  he  adds,  "  I  was  to  have  1020/.,  and  my 
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lady  was  to  ftand  at  all  charges  for  carriage  and 
iron  and  fetting  up."1 

One  writer  fays,  "  Her  vanity  and  extravagance 
met  with  no  check  under  the  reign  of  her  quiet 
fpoufe.  He  died  without  iffue  on  May  3rd,  1627. 
She  long  furvived  him."2  She  was  a  great  patronefs 
of  the  poets  and  the  wits  of  that  age,  and  was  much 
celebrated  by  them;  thus,  Ben  Jonfon  has  an 
epigram  in  her  praife,  and  two  others  addreffed  to 
her:  among  Dr.  Donne's  Poems  there  are  feveral 
poetical  Epiftles  alfo  fo  addreffed;  and  one  "To 
the  Lady  Lucy,  Countefs  of  Bedford,"  by  Samuel 
Daniel;  likewife  a  letter  in  Latin  to  her,  from  Sir 
Thomas  Roe,  as  one  Ikilled  in  Ancient  Medals.3 

III. — The  Happy  Husband. 
This  poem  was  printed  as  the  firft  portion  of  a 
volume  which  contains  one  of  the  earlier  pro- 
ductions of  Richard  Brathwaite,  Gent,  16 18,  but 
not  completed  till  the  following  year.  After  the 
general  title,  of  which  a  typographical  facfimile  is 
given  on  the  oppofite  page,  is  a  dedication  by  Han- 
nay,  "  To  the  vertuous  and  noble  Lady  Margaret 
Home,  eldeft  daughter  to  the  Right  Honourable 
Alexander  Earle  Home,  Baron  of  Dunglas,"  &c. 
In  the  dedication  to  this  young  lady,  Hannay 
acknowledges  the  obligations  he  was  under  to  the 
Earls  of  Home.  We  could  have  wifhed  he  had 
given   us   fome   information  on   this  fubjecl:  that 

1  Walpole's  Anecdotes  of  Painting,  by  Dallaway,  vol.  ii.,  p.  58. 
3  Collins'  Peerage,  by  Brydges,  vol.  i.     3  Granger,  vol.  ii. 
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A 
Happy  Husband 

OR, 

Directions  for  a  Maide  to 

choofe  her  Mate. 

As  alfo, 

A    WIVES    BEHAVIOVR 

towards  her  Husband  after 
Marriage. 


By  Patricke  Hannay,  Gent. 


To  which  is  adioyned  the  Good Wife •; 
together  with  an  Exquijite  difcotirfe  ^/"EPI- 
TAPHS, including  the  choyfeft  thereof, 
Ancient  or  Moderne. 

By  R.  B.  Gent. 

Exemplo  iunclatibifintin  amore  Columbce,  \ 
Mafculus  &  totnm  fcemina  coniugium.      j  Propert 
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Printed  at  London  for  Richard  Rcdmer,  and  are  to 

be  fold  at  his  (hop  at  the  Weft  end  of  Saint 

Pauls  Church,  1619. 
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might  have  thrown  light  upon  the  earlier  period  of 
his  own  life.  Alexander,  fixth  Lord  Home,  was 
created  Earl  of  Home  and  Lord  Dunglas,  March  4, 
1604-5;  ne  died  in  April,  1619.  His  daughter, 
Lady  Margaret,  here  mentioned,  became  the  wife 
of  James,  third  Earl  of  Murray  (1638-165 1),  the 
lady  herfelf  furviving  till  March  4,  1653.1 

But  leaving  the  pedigree  or  eulogy  of  the  Home 
family,  let  us  turn  to  Hannay  as  an  author.  His 
Happy  Husband,  and  Brathwaite's  Defcription  of 
a  Good  Wife,  form  a  volume  in  fmall  octavo. 
Both  works  may  be  reckoned  among  the  feveral 
poems  written  in  imitation  of  "A  Wife,  now  a 
Widdowe"  of  Sir  Thomas  Overbury,  London,  16 14, 
which  appeared  fubfequent  to  the  fad  fate  of  the 
unfortunate  author,  September  16,  161 3,  whofe  well- 
known  work  was  fo  popular,  that  the  fixteenth 
edition  was  publifhed  in  1638,  and  there  are  others 
of  a  later  date. 

The  author  with  whom  Hannay  was  thus  affo- 
ciated,  Richard  Brathwaite,  was  a  native  of  Weft- 
moreland,  born  in  the  year  1588.  His  works,  both 
in  verfe  and  profe,  are  very  numerous,  and  are 
enumerated  in  Wood's  Athene?  Oxonienfis,  by  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Philip  Blifs,  vol.  iii.,  pp.  986-992.  See  alfo 
Lowndes'  Bibliographer's  Manual,  by  Henry  G. 
Bohn,  and  Mr.  Hazlitt's  Handbook  of  Early  Popular 
Literature,  1867.     Brathwaite  furvived  till  1673. 


1  Alexander  Brodie    of   Brodie's  Diary  (Spalding  Club,    1863) 
pp.  25,  26. 
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IV. — Elegies  on  the  Death  of  Queen  Anne. 

The  Princefs  Anna  of  Denmark  was  married  to 
King  James  the  Sixth  of  Scotland  in  1589.  One 
of  the  early  Bannatyne  Club  volumes,  prefented  to 
the  Members  by  James  T.  Gibfon-Craig,  Efq., 
relating  to  this  happy  alliance,  is  entitled  "  Papers 
relative  to  the  Marriage  of  King  James  the  Sixth 
with  the  Princefs  Anna  of  Denmark,  A.D.  mdlxxxix, 
and  the  form  and  manner  of  Her  Majesty's  Coro- 
nation at  Holyroodhoufe,  A.D.  MDXC.  Printed  at 
Edinburgh,  1829."  Princefs  Anna  died  of  dropfy 
on  the  1  ft  March,  1619,  in  her  forty-fifth  year. 
She  was  interred  with  great  folemnity  and  pomp 
in  Henry  the  Seventh's  Chapel,  Weftminfter 
Abbey,  May  13th,  of  that  year.  In  "The  Pro- 
greffes,  Proceffions,  and  Magnificent  Feftivities 
of  King  James  the  Firft,  &c,  by  John  Nichols  " 
(vol.  hi.,  p.  538),  will  be  found  enumerated  the 
various  works,  in  verfe  and  profe,  that  were  pub- 
lifhed  on  the  occafion. 

Hannay's  Elegies  were  entered  at  Stationers' 
Hall,  May  15,  1619;  and,  like  other  tracts  on  fuch 
occafions,  the  title-page  is  cut  in  white  on  black, 
as  reprefented  in  the  accompanying  facfimile,  and 
all  the  vacant  pages  are  wholly  black,  and  contains 
fixteen  leaves  in  4to.  This  ftyle  of  printing  is  not 
followed  in  the  fecond  edition,  1622.  The  original 
copies  are  preferved  in  the  Britiih  Mufeum,  the 
Bodleian  Library,  the  Advocates'  Library  (from 
Perry's  fale)  at  Britwell,  and  in  other  collections. 
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V. — Songs  and  Sonnets. 
The  dedication  to  this,  the  laft  portion  of  Hannay 's 
Poems,  furnifhes  us  with  one  of  the  few  well  afcer- 
tained  fa£ts  in  his  hiftory.  It  is  infcribed  "  To 
the  Right  Honorable  Sr-  Andrew  Gray  Knight, 
Colonell  of  a  foot  regiment,  and  Generall  of  the 
Artillerie  to  the  high  and  mightie  Prince  Fredericke, 
King  of  Bohemia!'     In  this  Hannay  fays : — 

If  of  thefe  labours  I  did  none  dire6l, 

Braue  Sir,  to  you  for  offering,  or  for  ihield, 

Since  you  fo  fatherly  did  me  affect, 

Wlien  firft  you  did  conducl  me  to  the  field: 

I  juftly  might  be  taxed  as  ingrate; 

Deferuedly  your  loue  might  turne  to  hate. 

It  might  feem  ftrange  that  the  author  fhould 
have  felecled  for  his  patron  a  military  hero  with 
this  requeft, 

Giue  place  a  fpace  while  I  doe  entertaine 
Your  eares  with  Muficke  of  a  milder  flraine. 

Yet  at  times,  he  fays,  that  "  Sterne  Mars  himfelfe, 
and  his  minions  mojl  dcare,  Have  wood  the  Mufes ;" 
and  adds,  in  confirmation  of  this: — 

Thou  art  a  proofe  hereof  thy  felfe  mofl  plaine, 
Who  in  their  Art  haft  had  fo  fweet  a  vaine. 

We  are  not  aware,  however,  of  any  poetical 
remains  of  Sir  Andrew  Gray,  but  fome  notices  of 
his  hiftory  may  be  given  in  the  dearth  of  what 
ftrictly  relates  to  Hannay  individually,  who  had 
ferved  under  him  in  a  military  capacity  in  Bohemia. 

Sir  Andrew  Gray  was,  we  fuppofe,  the  fon  of  Andrew 
Gray,  brother  of  Patrick,  fixth  Lord  Gray,  the  anceftor 
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of  the  Invcrgowrie  family,  who  was  born  about  the 
year  1540.1  His  fon  was  one  of  thofe  valiant  Scots 
trained  in  the  art  of  warfare  abroad;  where,  as  a 
Roman  Catholic,  he  may  have  found  greater  favour 
than  among  the  ftrict  Prefbyterians  at  home.  At 
the  General  Affembly,  held  at  Edinburgh  in  May, 
1  $94,  complaints  were  made  to  the  King,  and 
remedies  propofed  for  the  dangers  imminent  to 
the  Kirk  of  God  within  this  realm  from  "  exco- 
municat  Papifts,  traffiquers  with  the  Spainyeards, 
and  others  enemies  of  the  religion  and  eftate."  In 
Articles  againft  Lord  Hume,  it  was  recommended 
the  "  removeing  out  of  his  companie  Captaine 
Andro  Gray  and  Thomas  [John]  Tyrie,"  to  which, 
on  a  following  day,  Lord  Hume  replied,  that  "  as 
to  Johne  Tyrie  and  Captane  Gray,  they  were  not 
his  fervants."2  In  the  month  of  October  that  year, 
at  the  battle  of  Glenlivet,  or,  as  it  is  fometimes 
called,  Strathavon  or  Balrinnes,  where  the  Earl  of 
Argyle  was  defeated,  with  great  flaughter,  by  the 
Catholic  Lords  and  their  fupporters,  Colonel  An- 
drew Gray,  Knight,  diftinguifhed  himfelf,  having  the 
command  of  the  Earl  of  Huntley's  Artillery.  In 
the  contemporary  ballad,  "  The  Battell  of  Balrinnes," 
in  Anno  1594,  Gray  appears  to  have  taken  an  active 
part  in  this  battle.  Some  of  the  lines  may  be  quoted : 

"  Then  Androw  Gray,  upone  ane  horfs, 
Betuixt  the  Battillis  red, 

Douglas's  Peerage,  by  Wood,  voL  i.,  p.  670. 
2  The   Booke   of  the    Univerfall   Kirk   of   Scotland,     vol.    iii., 
PP-  833-835.     Calderwood's  Hiftory,  vol.  v.,  pp.  315-317. 
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Makand  the  figne  of  Holy  Crofs, 

In  mantis  tuas,x  he  faid. 
He  lighted  thair  gunes  to  led, 

Quhill  they  cam  to  the  reft; 
Then  Capitane  Ker  unto  him  fped, 

And  bade  him  fliuit  in  haift. 

"  I  will  not,  quothe  Androvv  Gray, 

Quhill  they  cum  ouer  yonder  hill,"  &c.2 

It  occurs  to  me  to  hazard  a  conjecture  in  con- 
nexion with  Hannay's  reference  to  Andrew  Gray 
as  a  writer  of  verfes,  whether  Gray  himfelf  might 
not  have  been  the  author  of  the  old  anonymous 
ballad. 

Gray  appears  to  have  retained  the  King's  favour, 
notwithstanding  his  adherence  to  the  Popifh  Lords. 
In  May,  1595,  Captain  Andrew  Gray  was  appointed 
in  place  of  John  Colville  to  go  to  France  with  letters 
to  the  King,  refpecting  the  Earl  of  Bothwell ;  and 
took  his  departure  in  the  month  following.3  Part 
of  a  letter  from  George  Nicolfon,  the  Englifh  Refi- 
dent  at  Edinburgh,  to  Robert  Bowes,  the  Ambas- 
sador, reflecting  Captain  Gray,  may  be  quoted : — 

"June  5,  1595. 
"  Yefterday  Capitane  Andro  Gray  fett  forwardes,  as 
I  heare,  with  his  difpatch,  to  pafse  throughe  England  for 
forrayne  partes,  with  no  great  earand,  but  to  looke  to 
Bothwell's  doinges  abrode.  The  gentleman  is  of  great 
frendfhip  here;  and  going  the  Kingis  earandes,  there 
is  no  doubt  made  here  but  he  fhall  do  his  dutie,  and  be 

1  In  the  printed  copy  "  mannis  tuas." 

2  Scotifh  l'oems  of  the  Sixteenth  Century,  collected  by  John 
Graham  Dalyell,  Efq.,  Advocate,  Edinburgh,  1801. 

3  Calendar  of  State  Papers — Scotland,  vol.  ii.,  pp.  580-582. 
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carefull  to  give  good  teflimony,  by  his  behaviour,  of  his 
honed  courfe  to  cleare  all  former  fufpicions  of  him."1 

The  author  of  the  Hijiorie  of  Ki7ig  James  the 
Sext  (now  attributed  to  John  Colville),2  in  reference 
to  Bothwell's  efcape  to  France,  fays: — 

"  Althoght  the  King  of  Scotland  hearing  of  this,  had 
direcl.it  a  gentilman,  callit  Capiten  Andro  Gray,  with 
letters  to  the  King  of  France,  defyring  thareby  that  as 
Bothwell  was  a  declarit  malefactor  and  a  traitor  to  his 
Majeflie  and  his  commonwealth,  that  he  might  be  fent 
hayme  to  be  puneift  for  his  defertis,  in  example  of  uthers, 
or  els  baneifl  from  thence :  To  this  it  was  anfwerit  be  the 
Kings  awin  mouth,  that  he  wald  fliaw  na  gude  coun- 
tenance to  any  of  the  King  of  Scotlands  rebellis;  bot 
becaus  Bothwell  was  a  baneift  man,  he  could  not  deny 
him  the  benefite  of  the  frie  aere  of  France,  and  in  fa  far 
he  befoght  the  King  to  excufe  him."  3 

The  removal  of  the  Court  to  London,  on  the 
acceffion  of  King  James  in  1603,  amongft  other 
effects,  induced  the  younger  fons  of  the  nobility  and 
others  to  engage  in  military  fervice  abroad,  where 
they  continued  for  many  years  to  find  employment, 
and  raife  themfelves  to  diftinction. 

Gray  appears  to  have  been  in  Sweden  about  the 
year  161 5,  on  occafion  of  his  marriage  at  Stock- 
holm, and  he  obtained  the  honour  of  knighthood 
from  James  the  Firft  at  Rycot  (near  Woodftock), 
Auguft  29,  16 1 6.4 

In   the   Calendar    of   State    Papers,    Domeflic, 

1  Letters  of  John  Colville  (Bannatyne  Club),  p.  281. 

2  See  Preface  to  Colville's  Letters  (ib.),  1858. 

3  Hiftorie,  &c.  (Bannatyne  Club),  p.  344. 

4  Nichols's  Progreffes  of  King  James,  vol.  iii.,  p.  188. 
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Charles  I.,  about  1 627,  is  a  "  Petition  of  Margaret  Lady 
Gray,  daughter  of  Sir  George  Elves,  to  the  Council, 
ftating — Sir  Andrew  Gray,  for  his  own  preferment, 
married  petitioner  fome  12  years  fince  at  the  Court 
of  Stockholm,  in  the  prefence  of  the  King  of  Sweden 
and  his  late  mother,  to  whom  petitioner  then  be- 
longed, fince  which  time  Sir  Andrew  has  fo  neglected 
her  that  fhe  is  unable  to  exprefs  the  miferies  fhe  has 
fuffered.  Prays  that  a  part  of  any  moneys  to  be 
paid  to  him  may  be  appointed  for  her,"  (p.  497). 

Bifhop  Burnet1  remarks,  "that  the  Prince  Elector- 
Palatine,  having  accepted  the  crowi}  of  Bohemia, 
proved  the  caufe  of  involving  himfelf  and  all  Ger- 
many in  a  tra6t  of  the  moft  lading  and  bloody  war 
heard  of  in  modern  times.  It  was  expected  when 
both  parties,  Proteftants  and  Catholics,  grew  jealous, 
and  each  entered  into  a  league,  that  King  James 
would  have  fupported  his  fon-in-law,  the  Elector- 
Palatine.  When  Frederick  fucceeded  to  the  crown 
of  Bohemia,  it  was  natural  to  expect  he  would 
obtain  the  power  and  influence  of  the  Britifh 
monarch  in  his  favour,  inafmuch  as  he  reprefented 
the  Protefhant  intereft  in  Germany." 

When  Frederick,  fon-in-law  of  King  James,  was 
elected  to  the  crown  of  Bohemia,  his  friends  natu- 
rally trufted  to  fecure  the  power  and  influence  of 
the  Britifh  Monarch,  inafmuch  as  he  reprefented  the 
Proteftant  intereft  in  Germany.  Notwithflanding 
the  King's  indifference,  a  ftrong  feeling  prevailed 
in    tjiis    country   that    powerful    affiftance   ought 

1  Lives  of  the  Dukes  of  Hamilton,  p.  4. 


34 


Patrick  Hannay,  A.M. 

to  be  fent  to  the  King  of  Bohemia;  and,  indeed, 
had  James  affifted  his  fon-in-law  by  fome  decided 
meafures  in  his  favour,  it  might  at  lead  have  pre- 
vented him  lofing  his  own  dominions  as  Prince 
Palatine.  But  James,  in  his  fruitlefs  endeavours 
by  embaffies  and  negociations,  fpent  much  more 
money  than  would  have  fufficed  to  furnifh  an  army 
that  might  have  thwarted  the  defigns  of  the  Emperor 
of  Auftria,  the  Duke  of  Bavaria,  and  other  Roman 
Catholic  powers. 

In  the  letters  to  Sir  Dudley  Carleton,  Chamber- 
lain writes  as  follows : — 

"1620,  February  26. — Sir  Andrew  Gray  has  made  fuit 
to  be  allowed  to  raife  two  thoufand  volunteers  for 
Bohemia. 

"  1620,  March  21. — Sir  Andrew  Gray's  troop  was  fent 
away  (for  Bohemia)  in  an  ill-condition. 

"1620,  Augufl  27. — Lord  Doncafler  wiihes  to  know  how 
Sir  Andrew  Gray  conducted  himfelf,  and  intreats  him  to  re- 
commend Sir  James  Ramfay  to  the  Queen  of  Bohemia. 

"  1620,  November  10. — The  Earls  of  Effexand  Oxford, 
the  Lord  Gerard,  Edward  Sackvill,  Heidon  the  Treafurer 
of  the  Englifh  Army,  return  into  England. 

"  November  29. — They  receive  news  that  the  Elector 
Palatine  was  totally  routed,  and  he  was  fled  into  Silefia; 
and  that  Prague  was  taken  by  the  Duke  of  Bavaria  and 
Bucquoy;  and  that  the  favourers  of  the  Elector  were 
expelled  the  city. 

"  1622,  July  13. — Warrant  to  pay  to  Sir  Andrew  Gray 
^200  as  a  free  gift  from  the  King. 

"1622,  Augufl  28. — Grant  to  Sir  Andrew  Gray  of 
^200,  as  the  King's  free  gift." 

Gray  and  his  forces,  amounting  to  1500  men, 
embarked  from  Leith  to  Holland  in  May  1620; 
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and  on  that  occafion  Hannay  accompanied  the 
expedition,  along  with  Sir  John  Hepburn,  Sir  John 
Ramfay,  and  other  Scotfmen  who  afterwards  ferved 
in  the  wars  of  Guftavus  Adolphus,  in  his  gallant  and 
bold  enterprife  to  deliver  Germany  from  the  yoke 
of  the  Imperialifts. 

In  connexion  with  this  Expedition,  it  may  be 
noticed  that  John  Taylor,  "  the  Water  Poet,"  pub- 
lifhed  a  fmall  tract  with  the  title  "An  Englifh-mans 
Love  to  Bohemia :  With  a  friendly  Farewell  to  all 
the  noble  Souldiers  that  goe  from  Great  Britaine 
to  that  honourable  Expedition,"  Printed  at  Dort, 
M.DC.XX.,  8  leaves,  4to.  He  dedicates  it  "  To  the 
Honourable,  well  approued,  and  accomplifht  Soul- 
dier,  Sir  Andrew  Gray  Knight,  Colonell  of  the 
Forces  of  Great  Britane,  in  this  Noble  Bohemian 
Preparation."  This  poetical  tract  is  included  in 
the  folio  volume  of  Taylor's  Works,  Lond.  1630, 
(laft  divifion),  p.  106. 

One  of  the  lateft  notices  we  find  of  Sir  Andrew 
Gray  is  his  having  acted  as  Mafter  of  the  Ordnance 
in  the  unfortunate  expedition  to  the  Ifle  of  Rhe, 
October  24,  1627,  and  two  weeks  later  he  was  taken 
prifoner. 

On  the  9th  December,  16 19,  Sir  Albert  Morton 
(who  had  acted  as  Secretary  to  the  Queen  of 
Bohemia  in  1616)  came  to  London  with  the  news 
of  Frederick  Elector-Palatine  and  his  confort  being 
crowned  King  and  Queen  of  Bohemia.  King  James 
was  fo  diffatisfied  with  their  having  accepted  this 
dignity  that  he  would  not  acknowledge  them  as 
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fuch,  and  prohibited  their  being  fo  ftyled  in  the 
prayers  for  the  Royal  Family;  fo  that  inftead  of 
the  rejoicings  ufual  on  fuch  public  events,  a  fpeech 
attributed  to  the  Prince  of  Orange,  and  reported  to 
the  King,  was  much  talked  of,  that  "  He  is  ajlrangc 
fellozv,  that  will  neither  fight  for  his  children,  nor 
pray  for  them? 

Without  entering  into  further  particulars,  it  may 
fimply  be  noticed  that  when  an  army  of  30,000  was 
levied  in  Flanders,  under  the  command  of  the  Mar- 
quefs  Spinola,  the  ftrong  feeling  manifefted  in 
England  conftrained  the  King  to  aflift  the  Pro- 
teftant  party. 

The  Privy  Council  of  Scotland,  in  the  month  of 
April,  1620,  authorifed  (to  ufe  the  words  of  Sir 
James  Balfour1)  "  One  hundred  and  twenty  of  the 
broken  men  of  the  Borders,  apprehended  by  the 
Landlords  and  Wardens  of  the  Middle  Marches, 
at  the  command  of  the  Lords  of  his  Majefties' 
Privy  Council,  and  fent  to  the  Bohemian  Wars 
with  Colonell  Andrew  Gray." 

Arthur  Wilfon,  whofe  well-known  work,  "  The 
Hiftory  of  Great  Britain,  being  the  Life  and  Reign 
of  King  James  the  Firft,"  was  not  publifhed  at 
London  until  1653,  has  given  many  minute  details 
of  this  Expedition,  which  was  the  more  interefting, 
as  he  tells  us,  "  I  have  the  more  particularly  de- 
fcribed  this  Expedition,  becaufe  I  was  an  eye-zvitnefs 
of  ivhat paffed"  having  been  in  the  regiment  of  1200 
men  which  the  King  permitted   at  length  to  be 

1  Annals  of  Scotland,  vol.  ii.,  p.  79. 
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raifed  and  fent  to  join  the  Princes  of  the  Union, 
and  fays : — "  This  Regiment  was  the  gallanteft  for 
the  Perfons  and  outward  prefence  of  Men,  that  in 
many  Ages  (I  think)  hath  appeared  at  home  or 
abroad." 

The  King  meeting  his  Parliament,  January  30 
following,  obferved  in  his  fpeech,  "  Had  the  Princes 
of  the  Union  done  their  Parts,  that  handful  of  men 
I  fent  had  done  theirs."  This  thefe  gallant  men 
would  doubtlefs  have  done ;  but  it  might  have  been 
afked  why  was  a  handful  of  brave  men  only  fent 
to  accompliih  an  obj  e<5t  of  fuch  importance  ?  Wilfon 1 
alfo,  under  the  year  1624,  preferves  an  amufing 
anecdote  of  King  James,  in  reference  to  Sir  Andrew 
Gray,  as  one  of  the  Colonels  of  the  fix  regiments  of 
12,000  men  for  affifling  Count  Mansfeldt,  when  he 
adds : — "  And  Collonel  Grey,  a  Scotchman,  that  had 
been  an  old  German  Commander,  one  that  affected 
Buff  in  the  time  of  Peace,  and  wore  it  in  the  face  of 
the  Court;  which  the  King  feeing  him  in,  and  a  cafe 
of  piftols  at  his  girdle  (which  he  never  well  liked  of)^ 
he  told  him  merrily,  He  was  now  fo  fortified,  that 
if  he  were  but  well  victualled,  he  would  be  impreg- 
nable!"2' 

When  Charles  fucceeded  to  the  throne  in  1625,  he 
felt  himfelf  bound,  by  all  laws  divine  and  human, 


1  Arthur  "Wilfon's  Hiftory  of  King  James,  1653,  p.  283. 

2 1  have  been  indebted  for  fome  of  thefe  references  to  Sir  Andrew 
Gray  in  an  interefting  volume  by  Mr.  James  Grant,  entitled 
"  Memoirs  and  Adventures  of  Sir  John  Hepburn,  Knight,  Com- 
mander of  the  Scots  Brigade  under  Guftavus  Adolphus,"  &c, 
Edinburgh,  1851. 
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to  aflift  his  brother-in-law  for  the  recovery  of  the 
Palatinate,  and  to  refcue  his  Sifter  and  her  family 
from  the  ruin  which  had  already  overtaken  them. 
But  the  difficulties  in  which  he  himfelf  became 
involved  with  the  Englifh  Parliament,  and  the 
troubles  arifing  from  his  unfortunate  policy  in 
matters  of  Church  and  State,  rendered  fuch  aflift- 
ance  of  little  avail.  Frederick,  King  of  Bohemia, 
died  at  Mentz,  November  29th,  1632,  while  his 
widow  and  family  retired  to  the  Hague  until  the 
Reftoration.  The  exiled  Queen,  on  the  reftoration 
of  her  nephew,  Charles  the  Second,  accompanied 
him  to  London  in  1660,  where  fhe  died,  February 
13,  1661. 

Among  the  author's  panegyrifts  in  1622,  it  will 
be  obferved,  one  was  the  renowned  traveller,  William 
Lithgow,  who  was  then  in  London,  having  efcaped 
from  "the  mercileffe  dealing  of  the  corrigidor  or 
governor  of  Malaga."  When  the  third  edition  of 
Lithgow's  Travels  appeared  in  1623,  Hannay  repaid 
this  compliment;  and  Angularly  enough,  we  do  not 
know  of  any  later  production  by  him. 

It  is  here  fubjoined,  from  that  edition,  with  the  title, 
"  A  moft  delectable  and  true  Difcourfe  of  an  admired 
and  painefull  Peregrination  from  Scotland,  to  the 
moft  famous  Kingdomes  in  Europe,  Afia,  and  Affrica, 
&c,  Newly  imprinted,  and  exactly  inlarged,  by  the 
Author,  William  Lithgow.  London,  printed  by 
Nicholas  Okes,  dwelling  in  Fofter-Lane,  1623,"  4to. 
In  this  edition  the  Addrefs  is  fimply  "  To  Mafter 
Lithgow."  In  that  of  1632,  and  in  1640,  as  follows : — 


39 


Memoir  of 

To  his  fingular  friend 

Mr    William    Lithgow. 

The  double  travaile  {Lithgow)  thou  haft  tane, 

One  of  thy  Feet,  the  other  of  thy  Braine, 

Thee,  with  thy  felfe;  do  make  for  to  contend, 

Whether  the  Earth  thou'ft  better  pac'd  or  pend : 

Would  Malagaes  fweet  liquor  had  thee  crown'd, 

And  not  its  treachery;  made  thy  ioynts  unfound, 

For  Chrift,  King,  Country,  what  thou  there  indur'd, 

Not  them  alone,  but  therein  all  injur'd: 

Their  tort'ring  Racke,  arrefting  of  thy  pace 

Hath  barr'd  our  hope,  of  the  worlds  other  face : 

Who  is  it  fees  this  fide  fo  well  expreft, 

That  with  defire,  doth  not  long  for  the  reft. 

Thy  travail'd  Countries  fo  defcribed  bee, 

As  Readers  thinke,  they  doe  each  Region  fee : 

Thy  well  compacted  matter,  ornat  Stile, 

Doth  them  oft,  in  quicke  Hiding  Time  beguile, 

Like  as  a  Maide,  wandring  in  Floraes  Bowers, 

Confin'd  to  fmall  time,  of  few  flitting  howers, 

Rapt  with  delight,  of  her  eye-pleafing  treafure, 

Now  culling  this,  now  that  Flower,  takes  fuch  pleafure, 

That  the  ftrict  time,  whereto  fhe  was  confin'd 

Is  all  expir'd:  whiles  fhe  thought  halfe  behind, 

Or  more  remain'd.     So  each  attracting  line 

Makes  them  forget  the  time,  they  do  not  tyne : 

But  fince  fweet  future  travaile  is  cut  fhort, 

Yet  loofe  no  time,  now  with  the  Mufes  fport; 

That  reading  of  Thee,  after  times  may  tell, 

In  Travell,  Profe  and  Verfe,  thou  didft  excell. 

Patrick  Hannay. 
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Of  fome  of  Hannay's  contemporaries,  but  who 
apparently  were  in  no  way  related  to  him,  a  few 
words  may  be  faid : — 

i.  Sir  Patrick  Hannay,  who  filled  the  office 
of  Director  of  Chancery  in  Ireland,  may  have  been 
one  of  the  Scottifli  fettlers  in  Ulfter,  but  of  whofe 
hiftory  no  particulars  are  known,  excepting  that 
in  the  Commiffariat  Regifter  of  Confirmed  Tefta- 
ments,  Edinburgh,  there  is  a  fhort  entry  in  reference 
to  "  Sir  Patrick  Hannay,  Director  of  the  Chancel- 
larie  of  Ireland — quha  deceafit  in  the  Sea,  &c, 
1629."     (Regifter,  laft  March,  1636.) 

2.  James  Hannay,  fon  of  a  Burgefs  in  the 
Canongate,  ftudied  at  Edinburgh,  was  A.M.,  July 
22,  161 5,  and  ordained  minifter  of  Kilmaurs,  Pres- 
bytery of  Irvine,  in  1620.  He  was  tranflated  to 
Holyroodhoufe  or  the  Canongate,  December,  1623, 
and  to  the  Deanery  and  High  Church  of  Edinburgh 
in  1635 :  he  figured  in  the  tumult  in  St.  Giles'  Church, 
on  the  firft  reading  of  the  Service  Book,  July  2,  1637, 
and  was  depofed  by  the  General  Affembly  January  1, 
1639.  He  died  before  June  2 1, 1 661,  when  Parliament 
voted  to  his  children  one  hundred  pounds  out  ofvacant 
ftipends,  on  account  of  their  father's  fufferings. 

3.  George  Ahannay  or  Hannay,  brother  of 
the  preceding,  alfo  ftudied  at  Edinburgh,  and  be- 
came A.M.  in  July,  162 1.  He  was  a  candidate  for  a 
Regency  there  in  1625,  and  was  admitted  Minifter 
of  Torphichen  in  December,  1627.  He  was  after- 
wards, in  1640,  tranflated  to  Alves,  Prefbytery  of 
Elgin.  See  further  notice  reflecting  him  in  Scott's 
Fafti  Ecclefice  Scoticance,  vol.  hi.,  p.  156,  alfo  a  note 
in  Brodie's  Diary  (Spalding  Club). 

4.  Sir  Robert  Hannay  of  Mochrum,  Knight, 
already  mentioned  as  having  obtained  a  charter  as 
one  of  the  Baronets  of  Nova  Scotia,  dated  at  Holy- 
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roodhoufe,  May  31,  1630.  In  this  charter  he  is 
ftyled  "Domino  Roberto  Hannay  de  Mochrum 
militi  uni  Armigerorum  Sacrofancti  noftri  corporis, 
heredibus  fuis  et  affignatis,"  &c.  (Regift.  Precept. 
Cart,  pro  Baronettis.  Nov.  Scot,  p.  92,  MS.  Gen. 
Reg.  Houfe.) 

If  the  earlier  hiftory  of  Hannay 's  career  is  un- 
certain, the  latter  portion  is  ftill  more  obfcure.  In 
the  Parliaments  of  Scotland,  held  at  Edinburgh, 
1639  t°  1646  inclufive,  Patrick  Hannay  was  returned 
as  Commimoner  for  the  Burgh  of  Wigtown,  and  on 
two  occafions  his  name  occurs  as  Provoft  in  the  lift 
of  Members  on  Committees  of  War. 

Whether  Hannay  may  have  furvived  to  take  any 
fhare  in  the  troubles  and  Civil  Wars  under  his 
Royal  Mafler  is  doubtful ;  and  we  are  thus  unable 
to  fay  whether  he  joined  the  Covenanters,  or  adhered 
to  Charles  as  a  Royalifl.  Indeed,  all  at  prefent 
reflecting  him  is  mere  conjecture. 

In  the  Regifter  of  Confirmed  Teftaments,  the 
following  is  recorded.  It  may  poffibly  have  had 
reference  to  the  poet ;  but  his  Teftament,  we  believe, 
is  not  recorded  at  Lambeth,  where  (without  giving 
the  date)  he  is  faid  to  have  died. 

Patrick  Hannay. 
"18  Oct.,  1665. — The  Teftament  dative  and  Inventur 
of  the  debt  and  fowme  of  money  perteaning  to  vmquhill 
Patrick  Hannay  in  Lambeth,  within  the  County  of  Surrey 
and  Kingdom  of  England,  the  tyme  of  his  deceifs  quha 
deceifit  within  the  faid  Kingdome  in  the  moneth  of 
jm  vjc  yeirs,  ffaithfullie  maid  &  given  vp  be  Jon 

Mill,  claviger  of  the  Tolbuth  of  Edinburgh  only  Exr- 
dative  furrogat  to  the  faid  umquhill  Patrick  Hannay  in 
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place  of  the  Pror-fifcall  by  decreitt  of  the  CommhTar  of 
Edinr-  at  the  famyne  of  the  daitt  the  ot  day  of  jm  vf 

threfcoir  fyve  yeirs  beirs. 

"Item  thair  was  reftand  awand  to  the  faid  vmq"- 
Patrick  Hannay  the  tyme  of  his  deceis  forfaid  be  the 
deceifit  Sir  George  Hoome  of  Eckles  and  Alexr-  Hoome 
cautioner,  by  thair  bond,  the  fowme  of  L  lib.  ijs.  (^£"50  2s.) 
fterling,  extending  to  the  fowme  of  vjc  j  lib  iiijs.  G£6oi  4s.) 
Scottis  money. 

*  Quota  24s.— Summa  of  the  debt  awin  to  the  deid 

vjc  i  lib  iiijs. 

"  Ro*-  Forfyth  indueller  in  the  Canno'-  [Cannongate] 
cautioner.     No  divifion." 

In  the  Appendix  volume  of  Lowndes'  Biblio- 
grapher's Manual,  Mr.  Bohn  has  given  a  lift  of  a 
feries  of  reprints  of  rare  Poetical  Trafts,  edited  by 
Edward  Vernon  Utterfon,  Efq.,  at  the  Beldornie 
Prefs,  1840  to  1843,  befides  other  publishers.  The 
number  of  copies  printed  was  limited  from  12  to  16 
of  each.  Thefe  were  prefented  to  his  friends,  and  I 
fortunately  was  one  of  the  number.  Mr.  Utterfon,  an 
original  member  of  the  Roxburghe  Club,  refided  at 
Beldornie  Tower,  Ryde,  Ifle  of  Wight.  He  died 
at  Brighton,  July  14,  1856,  aged  79.  Of  this  feries 
No.  10  of  his  reprints  was  the  laft  portion  of 
Hannay 's  volume,  1622,  namely, 

"  Songs  and  Sonnets,  by  Patricke  Hannay,  Gent. 
London :  Printed  by  John  Haviland  for  Nathaniel 
Butter,  and  are  to  be  fold  at  his  fhop  at  S.  Auftins 
gate.     1622." 

And  on  the  back  of  the  title-page  "  fifteen  copies," 
i2mo,  pp.  40,  with  an  additional  leaf,  on  which  the 
learned  and  accomplifhed  editor  gives  the  author 
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more  than  due  praife  as  to  his  military  career  when 
he  fays: — 

"  Hannay  appears  to  have  been  one  of  thofe 
heroic  fpirits,  who,  in  the  lateft  age  of  our  expiring 
chivalry,  drew  their  fwords  in  the  caufe  of  the 
unfortunate  but  high-fpirited  daughter  of  James  I., 
the  wife  of  the  Elector- Palatine  and  titular  King  of 
Bohemia.  The  influence  of  her  beauty,  fpirit,  and 
manners  (in  the  Low  Countries  fhe  was  called  the 
"Queen  of  Hearts;")  allured  a  gallant  body  of  the 
young  nobility  and  gentry  of  England  to  the  ftan- 
dard  of  her  unfortunate  hufband ;  attracted  as  much 
by  a  romantic  admiration  of  the  virtues  of  the 
woman,  as  a  generous  feeling  for  the  misfortunes  of 
her  hufband.  Of  the  difaftrous  iffue  of  the  war,  in 
which  all  their  hopes  were  blafted,  no  one  is  ignorant. 

"  I  believe  little  elfe  is  known  of  the  author,  than 
what  appears  in  his  Poems,  from  which  extracts 
have  already  been  given  in  the  Cenfura  Liter  aria 
and  BritiJIi  Bibliographer. 

"  Reprinted  at  the  Beldornie  Prefs,  1841." 

As  fome  allufions  have  already  been  made  to  the 
rarity  and  exorbitant  value,  in  a  perfect  ftate,  of  the 
original  volume  of  1622,  which  is  now  reprinted,  a 
note  of  the  copies  that  are  known  may  be  added, 
as  a  bibliographical  curiofity,  tracing  them  from 
the  library  of  one  collector  to  another,  and  ufually 
at  extravagant  prices.  This  is  more  apparent  as 
the  copy  at  Heber's  fale,  1834,  Part  IV.,  No.  1050, 
wanting  the  title  and  frontifpiece,  only  produced 
£3  9s.  The  value  attached  apparently  to  this 
portrait  is  the  more  remarkable,  as  the  engraving 
is   by   an   artift   who    is    comparatively  unknown, 
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while  it  has  no  fpecial  claim  as  a  work  of  art; 
although  one  of  Hannay's  friends  commends  the 
engraved  title,  when  he  fays : — 

"  T'exprefle  the  Authors  face,  braffe,  inke  &  art 
Haue  done  their  befl." 

I.  At  a  London  fale  of  books,  a  copy  from  the 
collection  of  John  Pinkerton,  No.  518,  April  8, 
1812,  £14  3s.  6d.,  was  bought  by  Mr.  George 
Chalmers.  At  the  fale  of  Chalmers'  Library, 
Part  I.,  No.  1 3 14,  September,  1841,  it  fetched 
£13  5s.  This  copy,  which  wanted  the  four  leaves 
of  commendatory  verfes,  had  the  original  frontif- 
piece.  It  is  now  in  the  poffeflion  of  Thomas 
Ruffell,  Efq.,  the  Contributor  to  the  Hunterian 
Club  of  this  republication. 

II.  Copy,  Mr.  Bindley's  has  often  been  refold. 
It  is  faid  to  have  coll  6s.,  "J.  B.,  1788;"  at  his  fale 
in  1819,  it  was  bought  by  Mr.  Perry  for  £34  13s.; 
and  on  his  death,  in  1822,  refold  for  £38  17s.;  again, 
at  Sir  M.  Mark  Sykes'  for  £42,  and  in  fubfequent 
fales  for  various  prices,  including  latterly  the  Rev. 
Thos.  Corfer's  in  1870,  when  it  was  purchafed  for 
the  Britifh  Mufeum.  It  is  bound  in  vellum,  having 
the  two  blank  leaves  at  the  end  of  the  laft  fignature, 
and  the  portrait  inferted  of  Queen  Anne,  "  1604, 
Crifp.  de  Pafs.  f.  et  excud.  Colon." 

III.  Copy  in  the  Library  of  Britwell  Houfe, 
Buckinghamfhire,  bound  by  Charles  Lewis  in 
morocco.  This  appears  to  have  been  Heber's  copy, 
bought  for  Mr.  W.  H.  Miller,  in  1834,  wanting  the 
engraved  frontifpiece,  which,  I  fuppofe,  he  had  pre- 
vioufly  acquired,  and  was  added  to  the  book  before 
it  was  rebound,  along  with  a  portrait  of  Queen 
Anne  (as  in  the  previous  copy),  rendering  it  a  very 
choice  volume. 
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IV.  Copy,  Archdeacon  Wrangham's,  from  which 
the  engraved  facfimile  of  the  title  was  made  by- 
Horace  Rodd,  and  defcribed  in  the  Catalogue  of 
the  Englifli  portion  of  Mr.  Wrangham's  library, 
Malton,  1826,  p.  263.  This  learned  collector  is 
faid  to  have  bought  it  for  12s.  At  the  fale  of  his 
library  in  1844  it  produced  £40,  when  it  was  acquired 
by  George  Daniel;  and  at  his  fale,  No.  775,  in  July, 
1864,  it  was  bought  at  the  unheard  of  price  of  £g6. 
It  is  now  in  the  poffeflion  of  Henry  Huth,  Efq.  The 
ufe  of  the  volume  was  moft  handfomely  given  by 
that  gentleman  to  aid  in  completing  the  prefent 
republication.  It  is  the  only  copy  known  that  has 
the  two  leaves  of  mufic,  repeating  in  a  more  intel- 
ligible form,  the  mufical  notes  from  the  engraved 
frontifpiece.  This  addition  being  a  fubfequent 
thought,  may  account  for  thefe  leaves  not  appearing 
in  other  copies. 

V.  Copy,  with  the  original  frontifpiece,  in  the 
poffeflion  of  Major  Rainsford-Hannay  of  Kirkdale. 
It  was  purchafed,  I  underftand,  at  London  in  1820, 
by  the  prefent  owner's  grand-uncle  for  a  confider- 
able  price.  In  reply  to  an  enquiry  refpecting  it, 
we  may  give  this  note: — 

Kirkdale,  Gatehoufe, 

14th  October,  1875. 
My  Dear  Sir, — The  copy  of  Patrick  Hannay's  Poems 
which  I  poffefs,  is  one  publifhed  by  Nathaniel  Butter, 
1622.  The  frontifpiece  contains  illuflrations  of  Sheretine 
and  Mariana,  a  portrait  of  the  author,  and  his  arms  and 
motto,  and  two  lines  of  mufic.  The  book  is  in  perfect 
condition.  Befides  his  own  poems,  Patrick  Hannay  pub- 
lifhes  various  complimentary  addreffes  to  himfelf  from  his 
friends,  which  are  bound  up  at  the  commencement  of  the 
volume.  There  are  no  written  notes  or  marks.  In  hafle 
to  catch  the  pofl. — I  remain,  truly  yours, 

Frederick  Rainsford-Hannay. 
P.  H.  M'Kerlie,  Efq. 
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VI.  The  copy  in  the  Bodleian  Library,  Oxford, 
is  faid  to  want  the  frontifpiece.  There  may  be 
others  in  a  fimilar  ftate  which  have  efcaped  notice. 
At  the  fale  of  Major  Pearfon's  books,  1788,  the  copy 
as  marked  in  a  priced  catalogue,  was  bought  by 
Lord  Charlemont,  moft  likely,  at  fome  fmall  fum. 

In  conclufion,  as  we  have  no  certain  information 
to  form  a  correct  idea  of  Hannay's  character,  or 
the  mare  he  may  have  taken  in  public  affairs,  we 
muft  alfo  remain  in  ignorance  of  the  time  and  cir- 
cumftances  of  his  deceafe.  As  an  author,  he  holds 
a  refpectable  pofition  among  the  minor  Scottifh 
Poets ;  for,  although  he  cannot  be  reckoned  with  the 
Drummonds,  Alexanders,  or  Aytouns,  he  may 
neverthelefs  ftand  alongfide  of  Murray  of  Gorthy, 
Simion  Grahame,  Craig  of  Rofe-Craig,  William 
Lithgow,  and  others  who  flourifhed  during  the  firft 
half  of  the  feventeenth  Century. 

D.  L. 

Edinburgh,  December,  1875. 
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While  thefe  fheets  were  at  prefs,  on  fubmitting 
them  to  the  beft  living  authority  on  the  fubjecl:  of 
the  hiftory  of  Galloway  Families,  Mr.  M'Kerlie 
kindly  furnifhed  the  following  communication,  which 
I  add  as  an  Appendix,  inftead  of  vainly  attempting 
to  alter  or  amend  the  preceding  notices  of  the 
Hannay  families : — 

Patrick  Hannay,  the  Poet. 
In    the   lines    by   John    Marfhall,   addreffed   to 
Patrick  Hannay,  the  Poet,  there  are 

"  Thy  father's  father  Donald  well  was  knowne 
To  th'Englifh  by  his  fword." 

That  John  Marfhall  knew  the  pedigree  of  Patrick 
Hannay  is  to  be  believed,  and  the  conclufion  that 
muft  be  arrived  at  is,  that  Donald  was  the  fon  of 
Robert  Hannay  of  Sorby,  married  and  had  iffue,  fo 
far  as  can  be  gathered — John. 

Alexander. 

The  battle  of  Flodden  was  fought  at  this  time, 
viz.,  in  15 1 3,  and  it  feems  probable  that  Donald 
Hannay  was  flain  there,1  which  will  account  for  John 
Marfhall's  fpecial  mention  of  him ;  that  he  thus  was 
cut  off  before  his  father,  which  caufes  his  name  not 
to  appear  as  holding  Sorby,  but  that  his  eldeft  fon, 

1 1  fhould  not  imagine  this  conjecture  can  be  accepted :  it  is  much 
more  likely  that  Donald  Hannay  fignalized  himfelf  in  fome  of  the 
Border  forays,  at  a  much  later  period. 
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John,  fucceeded  his  grandfather  as  the  owner.  The 
latter  is  believed  to  have  married  a  daughter  of  Sir 
Alexander  Stewart  of  Garlies. 

Alexander,  the  younger  fon,  became  a  burgefs  of 
Wigtown.  He  is  mentioned  in  Pitcairn's  Criminal 
Trials,  in  15 13,  as  the  brother  of  John.  He  would 
appear  to  have  been  in  bufinefs,  made  money,  and 
purchafed  Kirkdale,  parifh  of  Kirkmabreck,  in  1532, 
from  Duncan  Murray,  burgefs  of  Whithorn,  as  the 
following  Charter  will  fhow: — 

(See  Charter,  20th  Nov.,  1532,  at  p.  8.) 

He  alfo  had  a  Charter  from  his  nephew,  Patrick 
Hannay  of  Sorby,  the  fon  of  his  brother  John,  of 
land  in  Portpatrick  parifh  (then  in  Inch). 

(See  Charter,  12th  May,  1539,  at  p.  8.) 

The  next  point  is,  that  Nifbet,  in  his  Syjlem  of 
Heraldry,  A.D.  1722,  not  only  ftates  that  Patrick 
Hannay  was  the  grandfon  of  Donald  Hannay  of 
Sorby,  but  gives,  from  the  frontifpiece  of  his  book 
of  poems,  a  defcription  of  his  coat  of  arms,  in  which 
a  mullet  in  the  collar  point,  for  his  difference, 
appears,  his  father  being  a  younger  fon  of  Hannay 
of  Sorby.  Now,  as  a  mullet  is  for  a  third  fon,  and 
it  cannot  be  traced  as  having  been  carried  by  the 
reprefentatives  of  the  Kirkdale  family,  we  have 
reafon  to  believe  that  it  related  to  Patrick  Hannay, 
the  poet,  as  the  third  fon  of  his  father,  Alexander 
Hannay,  firft  of  Kirkdale. 

John,  the  eldeft  fon  of  Alexander  Hannay,  firft 
of  Kirkdale,  is  believed  to  have  died  in  16 14. 
Patrick,  the  poet,  publifhed  his  poems  in  1619  and 
1622.  The  difference  of  age  between  an  eldeft  and 
third  fon  will  allow  for  what  is  given,  and  thus 
clofely  agree  as  to  the  period. 
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From  all  that  can  be  gathered,  Patrick,  the  poet, 
was  located  in  London.  His  whole  proceedings,  fo 
far  as  can  be  traced,  were  centred  there. 

Chalmers'  ftatement,  that  he  was  born  in  1594, 
feems  to  be  erroneous.  If  otherwife,  the  poet  muft 
have  been  the  fon  of  the  Patrick  Hannay  of  Kirk- 
dale,  who  married  Anne,  daughter  of  Patrick  M'Kie 
of  Larg,  and  was  flain  in  16 10,  who  had  a  fon  named 
Patrick,  who  fucceeded  and  was  ferved  heir  to  his 
grandfather,  John  Hannay  of  Kirkdale,  18th  May, 
16 14.  This,  however,  is  decided  againft  by  the  poet 
bearing  a  mullet  as  a  third  fon.  Befides,  there 
feems  little  doubt  that  the  poet  lived  in  London 
principally,  which  was  contrary  to  the  life  of  a  Gal- 
loway Laird  at  that  period. 

I  am  of  opinion  that  the  poet  was  the  third  fon 
of  Alexander  Hannay,  firft  of  Kirkdale. 

It  is  difficult  to  arrive  at  any  conclufion  in  regard 
to  the  Will  and  Teftament  of  Patrick  Hannay,  under 
date  in  the  Regifter,  18th  061.,  1665.1  It  could 
fcarcely  relate  to  the  poet.  Patrick  being  fo  much 
ufed  as  a  name  in  both  families,  it  is  probably  in 
connection  with  one  of  the  Sorby  family,  or  an 
off-fhoot.  P.  H.  M'KERLIE. 


1  This  date  indicates  when  the  Deed  was  regiftered,  and  not  the 
year  of  Hannay's  death  (p.  42)  which  is  left  blank.  Some  particulars 
might  chance  to  be  difcovered,  were  it  of  importance,  by  fearching 
the  voluminous  feries  of  "  Acts  and  Decreets"  for  a  copy  of  the  Bond 
by  Sir  3eorge  Home  of  Eccles,  in  favour  of  P.  Hannay,  fpecified 
at  p.  43. 


50 


TO      THE      MOST 

illuftrious  Princeffe  Francis 
Dutcheffe  of  Lenox,  Counteffe 
of  Hertford  and 
Richmond. 


Weet  Philomela's  long  con- 
cealed woe, 

From  darke  oblinion  now  I 
bring  to  light  \ 

That  (though  it  helpe  her  not) 
the  world  may  know. 

The  caufe  Jhe  fobbeth  out  Iter 
notes  by  night : 
Which  to  you  (greatejl  Lady)  I pre/ent, 
Fruit  offome  Jwures  I  with  the  Mufes /petit. 

It  is  well  ktiowne  honour  hath  beetle  had 
By  Patronizing  o/a  worke  0/ worth, 
Whiljl  skil/ull  Art  did  cunningly  dre-JJiade 
TJie  Patrones  weaknej/e,  and  his  prai/e point /ort/i : 
Here  it's  not/o,  my  work  meane,your  worth  main, 
Hereby  I  honour  may,  you  none  attaine. 

A  For 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatorie. 


For  fuck  are  you,  whom  Nature,  beautie,  grace, 
So  f aire  hath  f rani d,  adorrid,fo  well  indu'd: 
As  if  thofe  three  contended  had  to  place 
In  you  perfeclion,  which  their  Jlore  hath  fhew'd: 
With  whom  vertue  hath  ioyrid  &  mak'Jl  appeare, 
Deferuedly  you  moue  firft  in  this  fphere. 

So  as  thou  canjl  not  by  a  learn' der  quill 
Be  honoured,  or  receiue  an  equall praife 
Vnto  thy  merits,  they  each  preffe  Jhould fill, 
Should  goe  about  with  words  thy  worth  to  raife: 
In  it  Fie  rejl:  thy  name  which  doth  adorne 
This  frontifpice,  is  my  birds  Aprill  morne. 

If  that  your  Grace  doe  but  my  labours  grace, 
Each  Lady's  lodging fhall  a  groue  be  thought: 
The  Nightingale  fhall fing  in  euery  place ; 
Nay,  thereby  fhall  a  miracle  be  wrought: 
For  if  you  but  my  Philomela  cheare, 
Her  Jinging-fpring-tide  fhall  laft  all  the  yeare. 

Euer  moft  humbly  deuoted  to 
your  Graces  feruice, 

Patrick  Hannay. 


To  his  friend  the  Author. 

LEt  tJiofe  thatjludie  how  to  praife  a  friend, 
Orfeeke  to  flatter  him  beyond  defert, 
Shake  hands  with  me,  for  I  haue  no  fitch  end, 
Tfiat  befits  him  that  hath  a  fawning  hart: 
I  only  care  to  let  the  Author  know 
I  lone  him,  a?id  his  booke  for  vertues  fake : 
His  worke,  his  worth  vnto  the  world  dothfhow, 
Which  for  a  patterne  doth  his  praclife  take. 
It  needs  no  fycophant  tofet  it  forth, 
(Tfte  wine  is  good  you  well  the  bufh  may  f come:) 
My  praife-defecliuefhould  detract  the  worth, 
Which  with  fuck  luflre  doth  each  leafe  adorne. 
All  I  will  fay  is  this,  it's  donefo  well, 
Some  may  come  nie\  fome  match,  but  none  excell. 

Edward  Leuenthorpe. 

A  2  To 


To  my  louing  Kinfman  the  Author. 

T^fly  Philomela's  fad  (yet  wellfung)  note, 
*■    Wrong'd  Sheretine  and  Mariana's  loue: 
Home's  Husband:  Anna's  Elegies  fo  wrote, 
Thy  Songs  and  Sonnets  pa/sion  dope  did  moue; 
Doe  well  approue  that  thy  ingenious  wit, 
For  enery  meafure,  euery  fubiec~ls  fit. 

Robert  Hannay. 

Authori. 

QVis  tibi  Hannaee  veteri  pro  ftemmate  certet? 
Gente  a  Romulidum  gens  tua  quando  ve- 
Annaei  micuere  duo,  vatefque  fophufque  (nit; 

His  etiam  Hannaeus  tertius  effe  poteft. 

Johannes  Dunbar. 


To  his  much  refpected  friend  Matter 
Patrick  Hannay. 

{Sprung, 

HAnnay  thy  ivorth  bewray es  well  whence  thou'rty^  Gat. 
And  that  that  honour d  Name  thou  dojl  notdus  (that 
As  if  from  Sorbysflock  no  branch  coiddfprout,(wrong:  Worthie) 
But  Should  with  Rip'ning-time  beare  golden  Sruit :     *£°  j° 
Thy  AnceSlors  were  euer  worthy  found,  fought 

Elfe  Galdus  graue  had  grac'd  no  Hannay 's  ground:  with  the 
Thy  fattier s  father  Donald  well  was  knowne  Romans, 

To  th'Englifh  by  hisfivord,  but  thou  artflwwne         ?est£iried 
To  them  by  pen,  (times  changing)  Hannay's  are         iands  of 
Acliue  in  acls  oS  worth  be' t  peace  or  warre.  Patrick 

Goe  on  in  vertue,  After-times  will  tell,  Hannay  of 

None  but  A  Hannay  could  haue  done  So  well. 


Kirkdale'va. 
Galloway. 


Io:  Marfhall. 

Of  the  Author. 
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Eader  Fm  brieSe,  this  Poem's  pendfo  well, 
OS  Mtifes  nine  his  is  the  Philomel. 

Iohn  Harmar. 


To  his  friend  the  Author. 

Laus  tua,  non  tua  res,  cogit  me  fcribere,  vultus 
Gratia  fie  dulcis  :  os  facit  haud  jubet  ars. 

M  eonian  Chorus  now  incline  to  me, 
A  Jfift  my  mufe  from  your  Parnaffus  hie: 
S    ome  influence  infufe  you  in  my  braine, 
T   hat  I  this  Author  in  a  higher  flraine 
E  fforc'd  may  be  to  praife:  afimple  wit 
R   are  ones  to  praife,  nor  able  is  nor  fit. 

P  ierian  vertues  with  Homerian  wit, 

A  ffixed  are  to  thy  ingenious  braine: 

T  hepetming  of  thefe  Poems  proueth  it 

R  ais'dfrom  obliuion  in  a  loftie  veine: 

I  n  this  our  age  (though  many  doe  affecl 

C  mining  i?i  verfe,  and  would  be  counted  rare) 

K  now  I  none  worthy  of  the  like  refpecl, 

E  uer  greene  Lawrell  muftfall  to  thy  fhare. 

H  ereinyet  doe  I  nothing  flatter  thee, 

A  Ithough  in  part  thy  parts  I  doe  difplay: 

N  or  none  will  doubt  thereof  that  doth  thee  fee, 

N  eedleffe  were  faining  where  fuch  vertues  fway: 

A  rtfhewes  itfelfe  by  thy  fweet  flowing  pen, 

Y  eelding  the  Wreath  to  thee  from  rarefl  men. 

I.M.  C. 


To  the  Author. 

HEre  view  the  Map  of  greatfieffe,  regall  Jlates, 
Kings  throwne  from  thrones,  crownes  throwne 
from  roy all  Mates: 
Where  trectirous  greed  to  raigne,  ambitious  ends 
Maine  rights  diuide,  intrude  falfe  foes  for  friends  : 
Here  trie  the  courfe  of  zvarres,  there  fee  thatflem, 
The  awfull  Scepter,  glorious  Diadem, 
Which  once  Hungarian  Kings,  maieflicke  fweyd, 
(Borne  to  command,  though  neuer  well  obeyd) 
How  reard,  fubuers 'd,  replaced,  defac' d  againe , 
Their  Ki7igdome  (vucontinu'd)  did  remaine. 
But  ivhat  in  Thee,  (than  rare)  I  mofl  admire, 
Is  this  fierce  flame,  fraught  zvith  Caflalian  fire; 
Thy  pleafant  flraine ,  fram'd  in  this  art  diuine 
And  quicke  inuention,  ttieffence  of  engine ; 
Wherein  Apollo  harpes,  the  Mufes  prance 
The  font-drawn  forked  fliarps,  with  glemings  glance 
This  tragick  tune  to  grace ;  the  Nimphs  adorne 
Thee,  with  itmnor  tall  fame,  of  Hues  forlorne: 
So  do  thy  Liricks,fet  in  tripping  meafures 
Show  skilful  wit,  fprungfrom  Alcinoes  treafures, 
Which  fwim  on  Demthen,  fweet  Permeffen  plea- 
fures : 
Thus  may  thy  zuorth,  thy  curious  zvorks  Tfiee  raife, 
Few  haite  defer  lid  (or  can  attaine)  more  praife. 
William  Lithgow. 


In  Imaginem. 

T'ExpreJfe  the  Authors  face,  brajfe,  inke  &  Art 
Haue  done  their  befl,  hit  for  his  better  part 
The  Grecian  Philomel  in  Englifh  tongue 
Marian,  a  Husband,  Elegies  wellfung, 
Haue  giuen  a  touch,  as  in  a  clowdie  night 
Obf cured  Phoebe  fhewes  her  vailed  light; 
And  at  fome  turnes  where  clouds  doe  ill  cohere, 
With  full  beames  fliines  out  from  her  Jiluer fphere ; 
So  are  his  ffiaded  paffages  of  wit, 
(  Where  birds  doe  fpeake,  and  women  in  a  fit;) 
Who  could  fo  well  haue  tolde  faire  Marians  wrong, 
Or  taught  the  Athenian  bird  a  London  fong, 
As  he  to  whom  the  depth  of  loue  is  knowne, 
And  earning  others  can  cut  out  his  owne: 
Which  in  fome  part  is  here  fo  well  exprefl, 
None  but  himfelfe  can  reprefe?it  the  reft. 

Robert  Alane. 


Philomela,  or  the  Nightingale,  which  here  followes, 
is  to  be  lung  (by  thofe  that  pleafe)  to  the  tune  fet 
downe  before  in  the  frontifpice. 


\  7"\  /^Alking  I  chanc'd  into  a  fhade,  Which 
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top-in-twining  trees  had  made  Of  many  feuerall 
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kinds.  There  grew  the  high  afpi-     ringElme, 


With  boughs  bathing  in  gu  m-like  balme,  Diftilling 
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through  their  rinds.The  Maple  with  a  skarryskin 


A 11  the  Re/is  (being  Minom  Rejis)  mujl  be  Crochet  Re  lis. 


Did  fpread  broad  pallid   leaues:       The 


quaking  Afpine  light  and  thin  To  th'ayre  light 


paf-  fage  giues:  Refembling  ftill  The  trembling 


ill  Of  tongues  of  womankinde,  Which  neuer  reft, 
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But  ftill  are  preft  To  waue     with     euery  winde. 


Tlierefore  I  pray  mend  them  with  your  pen,  or  remember  them. 


PHILOMELA, 

The  Nightingale. 

THE    ARGVMENT. 


A  N  D  I  O  N  King  of  Athens,  takes  a  wife, 
He  dearly  tones  her,Jhe  him  with  likeftrife: 
They  iffue  haue,  two  daughters  (who  excell) 
Progne  the  fair e\  and  fairer  Philomel. 
Fortune  befriends  not  long,  death  her  furprifeth : 
Pandion  grieues,  new  caufe  of  grief e  arifeth. 
Barbarians  him  inuade,  the  Thracian  King 
Themfoyles;  andfuccours  to  thefieg'd  doth  bring, 
/fee's  entertain  'd;  Cupid  with  lotting  fires 
Of  Progne  warmes  him\fhee  hath  like  defires. 
Hee  wooes,  fhees  tvonne,  her  father's  glad  he  fped: 
With  Princely  pompe  they  folemnly  doe  wed. 
Tereus  with  Progne  vnto  Thrace  returnes: 
Thrace  ioies  therfore,  therfore  fad  Athens  mourns. 
Fiue  yeeres  in  Thrace  they  glad  together  Hue, 
Yrognefor  Philomela  ginnes  to  grieue: 
Longs  for  her  fight,  her  husband  doth  in  treat, 
To  worke  a  way  they  may  together  meet. 
Heeyeelds,  takes  fay  le,  to  Athens  backe  returnes, 
Vnlawfull  loue  of  Philomel  him  burnes. 
Her  natiue  beautie,  and  her  rich  attire, 

B  Inrich'd 
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Inricfid  by  cunning  A  rt  he  doth  admire. 
With  luji  inrag'd  he  fore  Pandion  preji 
That /he  might  with  him  goe,  at  lajl  did  wreji 
Vnwilling  grant:  lie  her  commits  with  teares 
To  Tereus  charge,  his  loue  fufpecling  feares. 
Hee  takes  his  faith,  moues  her  to  fwift  returne; 
They  weeping  part,  Pandion  left  doth  monrne. 
They  fayle,  fee  fhoare,  they  land,  no  more  delay 
Tereus  can  brooke,  nor  doth  hee  her  affay 
By  words,  knowing  it  bootleffe :  to  a  wood 
Hee  drew  her,fpoke  his  thought;  amaz' d  Jhe  flood. 
Hee  ford  d,fhee  faints;  reuiu'd,  reuenge  of  wrong 
Shee  vow'd  to  take;  hee  fear ef nil  left  her  tongue 
Should  blaze  his  crime,  he  cuts 't  out  with  his  blade, 
That  woefull  wood  a  prifon  for  her  made. 
Then  home  returnes,  faineth  her  Funerall, 
Progne  her  mournes,  ftiee  vnto  worke  doth  fall, 
Of  party-coloured  wooll  by  skilfull  Art, 
A  webfhee  made  that  did  her  woes  impart. 
Progne  ajharpe  reuenge  doth  vndertake; 
Time  fauours  her  defignes  with  Bacchus  wake, 
Shee  takes  tyer  out,  comes  home,  her  flattring  childe 
She  kills  and  dreffes ;  fury  made  her  wilde : 
To  his  fire  for  food  fhe  giues  him,  hee  doth  eat 
His  oivneflefli ;  his  fault  Progne  lets  him  weat, 
Theftfters  he  perfues,  with  rage  he  burrtd, 
Both  hee  and  they  on  fudden  birds  are  turnd. 

PHILO- 


PHILOMELA, 

The  Nightingale. 

Alking  I  chanc'd  into  a  fhade, 
Which  top-in-twining  trees  had  made 

Of  many  feuerall  kinds. 
There  grew  the  high  afpiring  Elme, 
With  boughes  bathing   in  gum-like 
Diftilling  through  their  rinds,  (balm, 
The  Maple  with  a  skarry  skinne 

Did  fpread  broad  pallid  leaues  : 
The  quaking  Afpine  light  and  thinne 
To  th'ayre  light  paffage  giues  : 
Refembling  ftill 
The  trembling  ill 
Of  tongues  of  womankinde, 
Which  neuer  reft, 
But  ftill  are  preft 
To  waue  with  euery  winde. 

B  2  The 
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The  Mirtle  made  of  nought  but  fweets, 
Loue-loathing  Daphnes  of-fpring  greets, 

whofe  top  no  fteele  ere  lop'd ; 
Nor  vnder-boughes  with  biting  beafts 
Returning  from  their  fodder-feafts, 

for  banket  nere  had  crop'd. 
The  lowly  bankes  did  bath  in  dew, 

which  from  the  tops  diftild  : 
There  Eglantine  and  Iuy  grew, 
fweet  Mint  and  Margiram  wilde  : 
With  many  more, 
Pomona's  ftore 
Was  plentifully  plac'd, 

That  nought  did  want, 
Nor  feemed  fcant, 
To  pleafe  fight,  fent,  or  tafte. 


The  blooming  borders  frefh  and  faire, 
Were  clad  with  cloathes  of  colours  rare, 

Which  faireft  Flora  fram'd  : 
The  Hyacinth,  the  felfe-lou'd  lad, 
Adonis,  Amaranthus  fad, 

there  pleafing  places  claim'd. 
The  Primrofe  pride  of  pleafing  Prime, 

with  Rofes  of  each  hew : 

The 
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The  Cowflip,  Pinke,  and  fauory  Thyme, 
and  Gilly-flower  there  grew. 

The  Marygold, 

Which  to  behold 
Her  louer  loaths  the  night, 

Locking  her  leaues 

Shee  inward  grieues, 
When  Sol  is  out  of  fight. 


Vpon  the  boughs  and  tops  of  trees, 
Blyth  birds  did  fit  as  thicke  as  Bees 

on  blooming  Beanes  doe  bait: 
And  euery  Bird  fome  louing  noat 
Did  warble  thorow  the  fwelling  throat 

to  wooe  the  wanton  mate. 
There  might  be  heard  the  throbbing  Thrum, 

the  Bull-finch  blyth  her  by ; 
The  Blacke-bird  in  another  bufh, 
with  thoufands  more  her  nie. 
The  ditties  all, 
To  great  and  fmall, 
Sweet  Philomel  did  fet, 

In  all  the  grounds 
Of  Muficke  founds, 
Thofe  darlings  did  direct. 

B  3  With 
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With  pleafure  which  that  place  did  bring, 
Which  feem'd  to  me  perpetuall  fpring, 

I  was  inforc'd  to  ftay : 
Leaning  me  lowly  on  the  ground, 
To  heare  the  fweet  cceleftiall  found 

Thefe  Syhianes  did  bewray. 
Rauifh'd  with  liking  of  their  fongs, 

I  thought  I  vnderftood 
The  feuerall  language  to  each  longs, 
That  lodges  in  the  wood. 
Moft  Philomel 
Did  me  compell 
To  liften  to  her  fong, 

In  fugred  ftraines, 
While  fhe  complaines 
Of  tyrant  Tereus  wrong. 


Compos'd  to  fing  her  faddeft  dit, 
Shee  fhrowded  in  a  made  did  fit, 

vnder  a  budding  bryar ; 
Whofe  thickneffe  fo  debar'd  the  light, 
It  feem'd  an  artificiall  night, 

leaues  link'd  in  loue  fo  neare. 
It  feem'd  fhe  was  afham'd  to  fhow 

her  felfe  in  publike  place, 

By 
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The  Nightingale. 


By  fight,  left  feers  fo  might  know 
Her  vndeferu'd  difgrace. 

Hid  from  the  eie, 

Shee  thought  none  nie 
Was  for  to  pen  her  plaints  ; 

Shee  'gins  relate 

Her  aduerfe  fate, 
And  thus  her  paflion  paints. 


When  Prince  Pandion  held  that  ftate 
Which  was  the  mirthfull  Mufes  feat, 

With  learning  beautifide ; 
Gouerning  there  with  peacefull  reft, 
Where  no  difturbing  ftormes  diftreft 

Thofe  that  did  there  refide  : 
In  prime  of  youth  he  tooke  a  Dame, 

By  nature  kinde,  decor'd 
With  beautie,  vertue  vow'd  that  frame 
Should  with  her  gifts  be  ftor'd. 
I  know  not  which 
Did  feeme  moft  rich, 
By  lauifhneffe  in  giuing  ; 
Each  gaue  fo  much, 
I  thinke  none  fuch 
Was  left  amongft  the  liuing. 

B  4  with 
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With  equall  heat  loue  fo  combin'd 
Their  hearts,  as  they  were  ftill  inclin'd 

to  nill  and  will  the  fame : 
Their  mindes  fo  mingled  were  together, 
They  had  nought  proper  vnto  either, 

both  fires  one  common  flame. 
Thus  furfetting  on  loues  delight, 

where  with  a  matching  meafure 
The  one  the  other  doth  requite 
in  equall  pitch  of  pleafure, 
Their  daies  they  fpent 
In  fweet  content, 
Deeming  all  others  wretched, 
Whofe  leffer  ioyes, 
Mixt  with  annoyes, 
To  their  full  height  not  ftretched. 


To  adde  vnto  their  happineffe, 
And  further  to  increafe  their  bliffe, 

the  heauenly  powers  confpire, 
Of  which  they  (Ioy-drownd)  did  not  dreame, 
So  perfect  did  their  pleafures  feeme, 

they  could  no  more  defire. 
Yet  was  their  comfort  fo  increaft, 

with  of-fprings  happy  flore, 

As 


The  Nightingale. 


As  now  they  thinke  they  were  not  bleft 
With  benefits  before. 

Thus  is  it  knowne 

That  none  doth  owne 
So  much  of  earthly  pleafure, 

But  that  the  heart, 

A  little  part, 
May  hold  a  greater  meafure. 


We  were  by  Mufes  nine  nurft  vp, 
We  drunke  with  Heliconian  cup, 

their  number  did  increafe, 
The  goodly  gifts,  the  graces  three 
Gaue  to  vs,  we  did  multiply 

to  number  numberleffe. 
No  fyllable  could  from  vs  Aide, 

but  in  confenting  found, 
Our  lookes,  and  geftures,  who  efpide, 
The  graces  in  them  found. 
Each  had  fuch  feature, 
And  good  Mature, 
As  iuft  proportion  grac'd, 
With  colours  rare 
To  make  vs  faire, 
By  Natures  penfill  plac'd. 


Thus 
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Thus  did  both  heauen  and  earth  confpire 
To  fill  our  Fathers  deare  defire, 

with  heaped  happineffe. 
But  when  things  heere  are  at  the  hight, 
Vnlookt  for  lot  doth  often  light, 

and  driues  them  to  diftreffe. 
As  when  the  Moone  hath  fild  her  home, 

fhee  ftraight  begins  to  waine, 
And  when  the  flowing  force  is  worne, 
the  tyde  then  turnes  againe : 
For  heere  no  ftate 
Is  free  from  fate, 
With  Time  all  turnes  about : 
Oft  rife  the  fmall, 
The  great  oft  fall, 
When  they  doe  nothing  doubt. 


If  pleafures  heere  were  permanent, 
Free  from  difturbing  difcontent, 

not  any  wayes  annoy'd, 
Wee  fhould  not  relifh  our  delights, 
So  dull  mould  be  our  appetites, 

with  fenfleffe  furfet  cloy'd. 
Therefore  that  we  may  better  tafte, 

each  fweet  hath  many  fowres, 

The 
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The  brighteft  blinck  is  quickly  paft, 
and  banifhed  with  fhowres: 

Alfo  to.fhow 

That  we  doe  owe 
To  changing  time,  wee're  toft 

When  leaft  we  feare, 

It  is  moft  neere, 
And  our  defignes  are  croft. 


So  with  my  father  did  it  fare, 
Whom  megre  death  did  vnaware 

depriue  of  his  belou'd 
My  mother ;  fickneffe  fo  her  feis'd, 
As  paine  it  felfe  did  feeme  difpleas'd, 

and  fenfes  all  remou'd: 
Shee  feis'd  with  ceafeleffe  fleep,  gaue  firft 

Pandion  caufe  of  cares  ; 
Which  Athens  woe  foone  after  nurft, 
and  bath'd  in  brinie  teares. 
Thus  euer  ftill 
Preceding  ill 
Is  followed  fall  with  more: 
Nere  comes  alone 
One  caufe  of  moane, 
Its  company'd  with  ftore. 

Before 
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Before  her  death-bred  griefe  was  fwag'd, 
Barbarians  were  fo'inrag'd, 
( Gaping  for  greedy  gaine, 
Incourag'd  by  his  carelefneffe, 
Whom  they  deem'd  drunken  with  exceffe, 

they  doubt  not  to  obtaine. ) 
As  they  wall'd  round  rich  Athens  wals, 

with  warriors  about, 
So  fainting  feare  our  force  appal's, 
it  dares  no  where  looke  out, 
Feare  forc'd  fome  found, 
And  did  confound 
In  others  refolution, 

All  were  deiecled, 
So  vnexpected, 
Was  Fortunes  reuolution. 


In  midft  of  this  our  great  diftreffe, 
Which  did  our  former  feares  increafe, 

Such  troupes  we  did  behold, 
As  with  their  brau'ry  brau'd  the  skies, 
And  dazled  the  beholders  eyes, 

with  beame-rebating  gold, 
In  front  with  lofty  plume  in  pride, 

mounted  on  (lately  Steed, 

The 
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The  likelieft  of  all  did  ride, 
who  feem'd  the  reft  to  leade, 

Curuetting  oft, 

Pranfing  aloft, 
His  Courfer  proud  difdaines 

To  be  controld 

By  Bit  of  gold, 
Scorning  commanding  raines. 


But  when  he  did  approch  more  neare, 
He  banifhed  that  former  feare 

conceiued  by  his  fight : 
He  forc'd  our  foes  foone  to  retire, 
Who  to  refift  had  fmall  defire, 

they  faintly  fell  in  flight. 
We  mufed  much  what  he  mould  be, 

who  with  vnasked  aid, 
So  fuddenly  did  fet  vs  free, 
and  all  our  foes  difmay'd ; 
All  ran  to  fee, 
As  he  came  nye, 
And  fixt  on  him  their  fight, 
And  all  thofe  eies 
Which  him  efpies, 
Were  taken  with  delight. 

The 
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The  ftreetes  as  he  did  paffe  along, 
With  gold  were  garnifhed  and  hung, 

all  brauely  beautifide ; 
The  pauement  pau'd  with  pleafing  flowres, 
The  fpoiles  of  Fiords  fragrant  bowres, 

where  Terens  did  ride: 
Such  was  his  name  who  vs  reftor'd, 

of  warlike  Thracia  King, 
Whom  in  triumphant  wife  decor'd, 
my  father  in  did  bring : 
In  manner  meet 
Each  other  greet, 
And  kindly  entertaine  : 
T'his  Palace  faire, 
To  folace  there, 
He  brings  him  and  his  traine. 


There  banquetting  with  dainties  beft, 
To  pleafe  the  too  too  curious  taft, 

which  fea  or  land  doth  yeeld, 
With  fweet  difcourfes  mixt  among, 
Where  a  delightfull  pleafing  tongue 

did  roue  in  Rettirick  field. 
When  Tereus  faw  my  fitter  faire, 
Progne  he  pric'd  her  fuch, 

As 
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As  he  beleeu'd  no  beauties  were 
befide,  fhe  had  fo  much. 

His  heart  defires, 

His  eye  admires 
Her  pleafing  forme  and  feature : 

He  thinkes  all  elfe 

Shee  farre  excells 
In  goodly  gifts  of  Nature. 


When  that  his  fancy  on  her  face 

Doth  feed,  there  growes  no  other  grace, 

hee  thinkes  in  other  parts : 
It  feemes  the  curious  Cabinet, 
Where  Nature  had  that  treafure  fet 

that  moll  bewitches  hearts. 
A  rowling  eye,  whence  thoufand  flights 

of  gold-dipt-darts  doe  flye  ; 
Whereof  the  lead  with  loue  delights 
could  wound  a  deitie. 
Th'alluring  glances 
Which  by  chances 
From  thofe  two  funnes  did  dart, 
Loue  borow'd  dill, 
When  he  had  will 
To  fire  a  frofty  heart. 

A 
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A  forehead  where  in-thronizit 
Graue  maiefty  in  ftate  did  fit, 

with  humbleneffe  attyr'd ; 
Where  meeknes  made  the  meaner  hope, 
And  maieftie  cut  fhort  the  fcope 

of  Pride,  that  high  afpir'd. 
Soft  wauing  Seas  of  fable  haire, 
that  hew  was  iudg'd  by  loue 
The  beft,  and  apteft  to  infnare, 
milde  Zephyrus  did  moue. 
In  careleffe  curies, 
He  oft  it  hurles, 
He  wantonneffe  bewrayes : 
He  oft  it  flung 
Her  backe  along, 
And  beautie  beft  difplaies. 


A  cheeke  where  pureft  white,  with  red 
Of  deepeft  dye,  was  ouer-fpred, 

and  meeting  fo  were  mixt, 
As  neither  red  nor  white  they  feeme, 
But  both  in  one  made  beauties  beame, 

thefe  colours  two  betwixt. 
Her  ruby  lips  when  they  doe  kiffe, 

couer  prime  pearly  rowes ; 

When 
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When  they  that  kinde  conjunction  miffe, 
Arabian  fweet  out-flowes : 

One  fure  would  thinke, 

As  fhee  did  drinke, 
That  bloud  light  Bacchus  fils, 

That  it  did  paffe, 

As  through  a  glaffe, 
Gray  Claret  wine  diftils. 


What  fliame  permits  not  to  efpie, 
He  with  Imaginations  eie 

Doth  fee,  and  values  moft : 
He  viewes  it  o're,  and  o're  againe, 
Seekes  for  a  fault,  but  all  in  vaine, 

His  labour  there  was  loft. 
Its  feldome  feene  but  fome  defect, 

By  prudent  Nature's  plac'd, 
To  make  the  beft  be  more  refpect, 
With  glory  more  be  grac'd ; 
Yet  no  where  here 
There  doth  appeare 
Leaft  foile,  all  was  fo  faire, 
As  fir'd  him  fo, 
He  did  not  know, 
To  hope,  or  to  defpaire. 

C  Thus 
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Thus  was  he  firft  enamoured, 
And  ftill  his  louing  fancie  fed, 
While  on  her  face  he  gaz'd, 
His  prying  preft  a  beautie-blufh, 
In  crimfon  coat,  her  face  to  flufh, 

In  Cupids  fire  it  blaz'd. 
Thus  forc'd  with  fainting  feuers  fit, 

His  quaking  heart  did  tremble, 
Where  hue's  deepe  grounded,  there's  no  wit 
Can  his  fure  Jignes  diffemble. 
He  cooles  and  burnes, 
Heart  inward  mournes, 
He  hopes,  he  oft  doth  feare ; 
Shee  may  confent, 
May  not  relent, 
May  yeeld,  may  chance  not  heare. 


My  father  (as  Phyfitian  good) 
By  fignes  his  fickneffe  vnderftood, 

(Hauing  like  paflion  prou'd) 
He  knew  the  falue  could  fooneft  flacke 
His  fickneffe,  and  his  paine  beat  backe, 

Was  Progne,  his  belou'd. 
By  matching  him  and  her,  he  thinkes 

Such  friendlhip  to  indeare, 

As 
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As  bound  by  wedlocks  holy  linkes, 
He  needes  no  foe  to  feare. 

Thus  policie. 

Long  time  we  fee. 
Hath  euer  had  two  ends, 

One  is  a  traine, 

But  JIM  the  maine 
To  priuate  profit  tends. 


He  giues  thefe  louers  leaue  together, 
Tereus  fpeakes  not  alone  left  with  her, 

But  in  his  heart  doth  pray 
That  fhe  had  boldneffe  to  begin, 
In  fuch  a  mufe  his  minde  was  in, 

He  knew  not  what  to  fay: 
Still  rumbling  is  the  little  Ryll, 

Deepe  Riuers  filent  moue; 
That  deepeft  paffion  is  moft  ftill, 
Experience  doth  proue. 
He  much  doth  feare 
Shee  will  not  heare, 
If  he  good  will  mould  proffer, 
His  often  dread, 
Not  to  come  fpeed, 
Driues  him  he  dares  not  offer. 

C  2  Shee 
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Shee  mufes  thus  to  fee  him  mute, 
Shee  feares  hee  follow  not  his  fute, 
(Which  fhe  deemes  her  vndoing.) 
When  he  refolued  had  to  fpeake, 
What  he  mould  fay,  he  had  to  feeke, 

(He  was  not  wife  in  wooing.) 
When  plainly  we  our  pajjion  tell, 

It  maketh  much  in  mouing, 
A  Jimple  innocence  fo  well, 

Bewrayes  a  heart  much  louing: 
For  euer  thofe 
Who  (apt  to glofe) 
Too  fpeedy  are  infpeech, 
Loue  doe  notjhow, 
But  make  Maids  know, 
They  kindly  can  befeech. 


His  fpeeches  had  more  pleafing  found, 
With  Rhetorick  did  more  abound, 

Vnto  my  fifters  fenfe, 
Then  theirs  who  by  their  skilfull  Art, 
With  Sophiflrie  can  truth  peruert, 

To  cleare  a  foule  offence. 
Shee  willingly  doth  heare  him  wooe, 

Shee's  pleas'd  to  heare  him  plead, 

Shee 
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Shee  could  at  firft  encounter,  bow, 
But  doubts  doe  make  her  dread 
Left  quickly  woon, 
He  mould  haue  done, 
His  fancie  mould  take  flight: 
Oftfoone  obtain  d, 
Arefoone  difdairid: 
Such  lone  is  counted  light. 


Thus  on  fhee  drawes  him  with  delay, 
Shee  neither  grants,  nor  giues  a  nay, 

(For  feare  he  flee  the  field;) 
Her  yeelding  blufti  doth  make  him  bold, 
To  re-inforce,  and  to  vnfold 

All  meanes  to  make  her  yeeld ; 
He  vowes,  protefts,  and  deeply  fweares, 

His  loue  to  her  mall  neuer 
Languifh,  with  length  of  lingring  yeares, 
Nor  faith  faile  he  doth  giue  her. 
I  grant,  fhee  faid, 
No  more  he  ftaid, 
But  at  her  word  did  take  her, 
With  purple  red, 
All  ouer-fpred, 
Sweet  Virgin  fhame  did  make  her. 

C   3  My 
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My  father  knowing  th'had  decreed 
To  wed,  and  were  thereon  agreed, 

He  left  his  pawfing  paine: 
For  he  had  mufed  in  his  minde, 
To  make  her  heart  thereto  inclinde, 

And  beat  his  bufie  braine. 
Now  all  doe  hafte  with  like  defire, 

To  folemnize  thofe  rites, 
Which  holy  Hymen  doth  require, 
'fore  lawfull  loue-delights. 
They  make  fuch  hafte, 
The  time  they  chac't, 
Which  little  lift  makes  long, 
The  fmalleft  flay 
That  doth  delay 
Inioying's  iudg'd  a  wrong. 


The  longed  day  is  come  mould  crowne 
Their  wifh'd  defires,  fweet  Dorick  foune 

Doth  deafe  the  itching  eare, 
Shrill  eccho  in  the  rocks  did  ring, 
Repeating  what  the  filters  fing 

In  Prince  Apollo's  quier  ; 
Kind  Natures  Quirifters  increaft, 

Mounting  in  cryftall  skies, 


The 
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The  gods  inuite  vnto  this  feaft, 
Which  angry-heauen  denies. 

They  did  enuie 

Felicitie 
Should  fuch  on  earth  be  feene: 

To  Tragicke  end 

Thefe  ioyes  fhould  tend, 
The  grieued  gods  doe  meane. 


The  furies  brands  aloft  did  beare 
For  Hymenean  candles  cleare, 
Which  lent  a  difmall  light: 
The  Rauen  and  the  night-Crow  cry, 
The  ominous  Owle  abroad  doth  fly 

By  day,  and  not  by  night. 
Iuno  that  bleffeth  firft  the  bed 

Of  happy  wedded  louers, 
Came  not,  in  faffron  colours  clad, 
Hymen  affrighted,  houers, 
Not  daring  there 
Make  his  repaire, 
(With  prefage  dire  difmai'd.) 
The  Mufes  dread, 
The  Graces  fled, 
They  were  no  leffe  afraid. 

C  4  Yet 
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Yet  did  they  dally  in  delights, 
And  reuell  at  vnhallowed  rites, 

Till  time,  (which  nought  can  flay) 
Told  Terens  his  loue-delaies, 
His  home-\eft-Thracian  difmaies, 

Their  comfort  gan  decay. 
They  feare  his  fafety,  he  farewell 
Muft  bid,  Progne  doth  plaine  : 
A  pearly  fhowre  of  liquid  haile 
Out  o're  her  cheekes  did  raine. 
A  tender  heart, 
Such  bitter  /mart, 
With  forrow  doth  fupprejffe, 
When  bitter  cup 
Doth  interrup 
New  tafted  happinejfe. 


Yet  bootes  it  not,  me  muft  be  gone, 
Tereus  her  traines  (though  weeping)  on, 

And  we  alike  lament : 
Our  forrow  fo  diuided  was, 
Halfe  with  vs  ftaid,  and  halfe  did  paffe, 

Whither  that  Couple  went. 
They  fhipp'd,  a  lufty  gale  of  winde 
So  profp'roufly  did  blow, 

The 
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The  failes  fuffice  fild  from  behinde, 
There  needeth  none  to  row: 

They  foone  came  nie, 

Where  they  would  be, 
And  doe  perceiue  the  land ; 

They  fee  the  fhore 

All  peopled  o're 
With  thofe  he  did  command. 


For  Fame  the  Ayrie  winged  Poft, 
(By  going  greater)  fils  the  coft 

Of  Thrace,  with  comming-cries ; 
Her  trumpet  founds  his  fafe  returne, 
The  fhores  with  blazing-beacons  burn, 

Where  cries  confus'dly  rife, 
Which  vntir'd  Eccho  in  the  hils, 

(With  her  redoubling  voice) 
So  multiplies,  the  aire  it  fils  ; 
The  gods  feeme  to  reioyce : 
The  multitude 
Confus'dly  flood 
Vpon  the  fheluie  fhore, 
He  happieft  feemes 
Next  Neptunes  ftreames, 
Can  draw,  though  drowne  therefore. 

The 
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The  fmaller  (yet  the  fager)  fort, 
Doe  minde  a  more  Maieftick  fport, 

Rough  rudeneffe  they  difdaine ; 
Moft  ftately  triumphs  they  deuife, 
After  the  victors  gorgious  guife, 

Tereus  to  entertaine. 
Altars  with  Incence  fweetly  fmoke, 

Priefts  Io-Pcean  fing: 
The  tottering  fteeples  reele  and  rocke, 
(So  rowling  bells  doe  ring.) 
This  day  fo  glad, 
To  thofe  they  adde 
Which  facred  they  obferu'd, 
From  yearely  mirth 
For  Itys  birth, 
His  firft-borne  they  nere  fweru'd. 


WHat  time  Tytan  our  height  had  fcal'd, 
Summer  had  fweat,  winter  had  hail'd, 
Autumne  had  fild  her  lap, 
Fiue  times  the  Spring  in  fragrant  flowres 
Was  deck'd,  warme  Aiding  funnie  fhowres 

The  foaking  earth  did  fap. 
When  pleafing  Prognes  longing  loue 
For  Philomela 's  fight 

Grew 
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Grew  wake-rife,  and  fuch  thoughts  did  moue, 
As  lejfens  large  delight, 

When  we  depart 

From  what  our  hart 
With  liking  once  hath  lou'd, 

Abfence  intires, 

And  more  indeares, 
The  more  it  is  remou'd. 


This  abfence  kindling  longing-loue, 
Makes  Progne  all  her  pra6tiques  proue, 

Deferres  not  her  defire. 
Woman  (who  would)  delay  difdaines, 
Who  doth  denie,  and  who  detaines 

With  hope,  hath  equall  hire. 
Fearing  refufall,  fhe  puts  on 
A  looke  that  mod  allures, 
And  drawes  the  eie,  nor  that  alone, 
Her  of  her  fuit  affures. 
Such  weightie  words 
Her  wit  affords, 
As  for  to  moue  were  meet, 
With  louing  charmes 
Him  in  her  armes 
Kifling,  doth  thus  intreat. 

Dearer 
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Dearer  to  me  then  fweet  repofe 

To  Mifers,  feiz'd  with  ceafeleffe  woes, 

Who  nere  of  comfort  tafted  ; 
More  pleafing  to  me  then  is  light 
Vnto  the  fillie  fleepleffe  wight, 

Whom  waking  nights  haue  wafted, 
Who  prefent  putft  thofe  feares  to  flight, 

Which  abfent  make  me  die  : 
As  Titan  makes  the  vgly  night, 
With  forcing  flames  toflie ; 
Me  thinkes  farre  more 
I  now  adore, 
Loue  more,  if  fuch  defire 
Could  be  increaft, 
Which  when  at  lead, 
Was  fuch  could  foare  no  higher. 


Great  lone  in  length  doth  often  dull ; 
Mine,  (though  fo  maine)  is  not  at  full, 

It  daily  doth  increafe: 
No  intermiflion  makes  it  ftay, 
No  furfet  takes  its  edge  away, 

It  growes,  but  neuer  leffe  : 
Which  by  effects  may  be  perceau'd, 

For  fince  I  firft  was  fir'd, 

No 
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No  other  happinefle  I  crau'd, 

Than  doe  as  you  defir'd : 

My  chiefeft  grace, 

I  there  did  place, 

Held  that  my  high'ft  content, 
Gladdeft  did  paffe 
The  time  that  was 

In  louing  feruice  fpent. 


Doft  think  I  doubt  (the  Prince  replies;) 
Meane-while  looks  babies  in  her  eies, 

And  dallies  with  delight ; 
Kinde  kiffes  on  her  faireft  face, 
With  foft  impreflions  he  doth  place, 

Her  lips  haue  no  refpite ; 
Her  prettie  parlie  fo  doth  pleafe, 

Her  lips  fo  fweetly  tafte : 
He  doubts,  which  rather  he  had  leefe, 
Both  are  to  be  imbrac'd. 
He  bids  her  fay, 
Yet  ftill  doth  flay 
With  kitting  her  difcourfe, 
Whilft  from  her  lips 
He  Ne6lar  fips, 
As  from  celeftiall  fowrfe. 

Speake 
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Speake  loue  (he  faid)  then  fhe  proceeds, 
If  fauour  fo  affe£l  my  deeds, 
As  deeme  them  of  defert, 
I'le  boldly  beg,  but  fuch  a  fuit, 
As  kindneffe  cannot  fo  confute, 

But  I  mail  eafe  my  heart, 
Since  fate  from  faireft  Philomel 
(With  that  fhe  deeply  figh'd) 
And  deftinies  haue  doom'd  me  dwell, 
To  make  the  loffe  more  light, 
Suffer  me  fweet 
(If  you  thinke  meet) 
I  may  my  felfe  goe  fee, 
Or  elfe  deuife, 
Some  other  wife, 
That  fhe  may  come  to  me. 


The  goodlieft  gift  that  thou  canft  giue, 
I  for  this  grant  with  liking  leaue, 

It  feemes  to  me  the  beft : 
Promife  Pandion  fwift  returne, 
Whofe  aged  eies  will  ouer-runne, 

At  this  vnlook'd  requeft. 
Thus  hauing  faid  with  kinde  imbrace, 

Him  in  her  armes  fhe  clings, 

With 
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With  foaking  teares  bedewes  his  face, 
Forc'd  from  her  funnie  fprings : 

She  doth  attend, 

How  he  will  end, 
To  doe,  or  to  denie : 

With  fpeaking  fignes, 

She  him  intwines, 
Who  makes  her  this  replie : 


What  is  this  all  ?  fweet,  fue  for  more, 
Thou  feem'ft  a  niggard  of  my  ftore, 

Out  of  my  kingdome  cull : 
And  eke  vnto  thy  late  requeft 
Seeke  more,  fo  more  I  mail  be  bleft, 

By  being  bountifull. 
She  only  this :  He  more  would  adde, 

If  he  knew  fit  propine: 
It  feemes  fo  (lender  he  is  fad, 
None  dearer  can  diuine. 
Thus  they  doe  proue, 
Which  moft  mould  loue, 
That  only  was  their  ftrife, 
Which  breeds  no  warres, 
Nor  iealous  jarres, 
Twixt  happie  man  and  wife. 

Then 
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Then  did  he  hafte  him  to  the  Sea, 
That  fhe  might  wit  how  willingly 

Hee  granted  her  defire. 
I  leaue  the  pitious  plaints  to  tell, 
That  paflion  powr'd  at  this  farewell ; 

Progne  did  nie  expire. 
Nor  was  this  forc'd  affe6tion,  fain'd 

To  moue  a  more  beleefe 
Of  fincere  loue,  the  teares  that  rain'd, 
Sprung  from  an  inward  griefe: 
Let  Ariojl 

His  foule-mouth'd  hoft 
Of  loamd's  parting  prate : 
Whofe  wife  did  fwound, 
But  of  that  wound 
A  Groome  the  griefe  did  bate. 


This  was  not  fuch,  but  as  the  (how, 
Such  was  the  fubftance  of  the  woe, 

Which  thus  their  foules  poffeft. 
For  fhe  like  lonely  Doue  doth  languifh ; 
Hee  goes  with  griefe  where  bitter  anguifh 

Bides  in  his  boiling  breft. 
At  laft  Pireus  Port  he  fpies : 

The  Sailers  raife  a  fong, 

The 
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The  Countrie  wakened  with  their  cries, 
Vnto  the  more  doe  throng: 

They  feed  their  fight 

With  fweet  delight 
Of  this  vnlook'd  for  gueft ; 

They  thruft  him  fo, 

Hee  fcarce  can  goe, 
Rude  people  fo  him  preft. 


Patidioris  ftate  the  ftreet  refraines, 
Yet  at  the  gate  him  entertaines, 

And  louingly  imbrac'd. 
The  right  hand  friendfhips  firmeft  pledge, 
They  mutually  for  loue  ingage, 

(Yet  no  good  fignes  it  grac'd:) 
Without  inquirie  he  doth  tell 

The  caufe  why  he  doth  come, 
Is  for  his  fitter  Philomel, 

(Frefh  beauties  budding  bloome:) 
The  prefage  bad, 
His  fpeech  then  had, 
My  future  ill  diuin'd : 
It  lowring  brake, 
That  day  of  wracke, 
Which  difmall  deadly  fhin'd. 

D  The 
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The  glad  congratulation  paft, 

Hee  goes  on  with  his  Heart's  beheft, 

Which  had  him  thither  brought. 
Hee  tels  how  pleafing  Progne  pines, 
Her  mirth  with  melancholy  dwines, 

In  folitarie  thought. 
Hee  tels  how  for  her  Philomel, 

Progne  did  penfiue  long  : 
All  her  difcourfe  on  her  doth  dwell, 
Shee  wholly  hath  her  tong: 
He  doth  requeft, 
With  fpeeches  beft, 
And  apteft  to  perfwade : 
As  yet  the  end 
To  nought  did  tend, 
But  his  loues-life  to  glade. 


Straight  he  doth  after  me  inquire, 
Who  him  to  fee  had  like  defire, 

I  to  his  prefence  rufh'd. 
He  at  my  fight  amazed  grew, 
He  ftaid  aftonifh'd  at  my  view, 

(My  face  fuch  faireneffe  flufh'd) 
Our  falutations  had  no  touch 

Of  complementing  ftraines : 


Light 
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Light  lone  is  lauijh  where  it's  much, 
From  flatter ie  it  ref mines: 

He  kift,  imbrac't, 

About  my  wafte 
His  winding  armes  he  wrung: 

I  did  him  meet 

With  loue  as  great, 
And  to  his  body  clung. 


My  goodly  garment  all  of  gold, 
His  griping  made  his  eies  behold, 

And  note  more  narrowly: 
For  though  my  robe  it  felfe  were  rich, 
Muling  Minerua's  ftately  flitch ; 

It  more  did  beautifie. 
Shee  had  made  it  the  mafter-peece 

Of  all  her  ftudious  ftore. 
Art,  Art  it  felfe  to  paffe  did  preffe, 
Her  cunning  to  decore. 
Reuiewing  ftill, 
Deeming  all  ill 
(Though  well)  if  skill  could  better, 
So  iealoufie 
The  flieft  fpie, 
To  needleffe  worke  did  fet  her. 

D   2  There 
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There  was  Apollo  in  a  chaire 

Of  burnifh'd  gold,  his  flame-like  haire 

Againft  that  brightneffe  beam'd, 
An  Iuorie  Harpe  with  filuer  firings, 
With  trembling  touch  which  lightly  rings, 

Did  found  or  founding  feem'd. 
With  leauie-Lawrell  he  was  crownd, 

And  Canopied  o're  head, 
Wherein  chafte  Daphne  lately  wound, 
Did  quiuer  yet  for  dread. 
The  flender  Aim, 
Which  hid  each  lim, 
So  offerd  to  the  eie ; 

And  was  fo  wrought, 
You  would  haue  thought 
It  to  be  Maid  and  tree. 


Her  leauie  toppe  (late  haire)  did  made 
The  Welkin,  part  it  twy-light  made, 

And  part  a  mirthfull  morne, 
For  lower  was  an  azur'd  skie, 
Where  Eafterne  beames  did  beautifie 

Halfe,  halfe  the  ftarres  adorne. 
Among  the  flender  boughs  fome  birds 

Their  liftning  eares  incline, 

Others 
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Others  houer  about  in  heards, 
To  heare  thefe  Dits  diuine : 

Som's  fwelling  breft 

The  ioy  expreft, 
To  heare  how  they  did  earne : 

Som's  opening  bill 

Bewrai'd  the  Will 
Thefe  wantons  had  to  learne. 


A  little  lower  from  this  ftate, 
Where  Prince  Apollo  proudly  fate, 

With  brightneffe  ouerblowne: 
The  merrie  Mufes  rang'd  in  rankes, 
Were  feated  on  the  funnie  bankes, 

With  fauourie  fweets  ore-growne: 
While  one  doth  tune  her  Lute,  or  voice, 

One  notes,  one  time  doth  meafure. 
A  filent  found,  an  vnheard  noife 
Doth  take  the  fight  with  pleafure: 
Some  garments  graue, 
Others  did  haue 
Some  light,  fome  long,  fome  fhort, 
Some  Chaplets  wore, 
And  fome  forbore, 
Some  mus'd,  and  fome  made  fport. 

D  3  Neerer 
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Neerer  the  border  one  might  fee 
Orpheus  and  Euridice, 

Returning  from  the  dead : 
He  plaid,  and  with  fwift  pace  did  hafte, 
Longing  till  fhe  our  aire  mould  tafte, 

Whom  he  to  light  did  lead : 
But  whether  a  defire  of  fight, 
Or  feare  fhe  did  not  follow, 
Made  him  looke  backe,  his  deare  delight 
The  opening  earth  did  fwallow: 
Hee  quickly  fnatch'd, 
And  would  haue  catch'd, 
But  when  it  prou'd  in  vaine, 
Her  looke  did  fhrieke, 
And  in  his  cheeke, 
Pale  griefe  was  piftur'd  plaine. 


A  fea  circled  the  loweft  feame, 

With  welling  waues,  and  of  that  ftreame 

The  people  paftime  take : 
Fearefull  on  fifh  Avion  fits, 
Hee  feeming  feiz'd  with  quaking  fits, 

Did  mournfull  muficke  make. 
The  Dolphins  dance  now  vp,  now  down, 

And  as  much  pleafure  haue, 

As 
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As  he  hath  paine,  for  feare  to  drowne, 
He  fings  his  life  to  faue, 

His  hands  fcarce  hold 

(With  feare  and  cold 
Benumb'd)  his  Inftrument: 

The  fwelling  waue 

The  motion  gaue, 
The  failing  found  that  lent. 


This  gorgeous  garment  large  and  wide, 
Before  was  with  a  button  ti'de, 

And  careleffe  hung  about: 
My  fore-part  was  of  purefl  Lawne, 
Wheron  the  faireft  flowres  were  drawne, 

That  Nature  ere  brought  out: 
Their  roots  a  feeming-earth  did  hide, 

Clad  in  a  graflie  greene ; 
The  ftalke  flood  out,  as  if  befide 
The  ground  a  growing  fien : 
Some  thought  a  fent 
Out  from  them  went ; 
(So  wrought  they  on  conceat,) 
One  maketh  faith, 
He  tafted  hath 
Some  leafe  that  fell  of  late. 

D  4  Thus 
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Thus  was  I  cloth'd.  My  breft  was  bare, 
Neuer  till  then  was  white  fo  faire, 
Which  made  the  world  profane, 
And  dare  the  mighty  gods  vpbraid, 
That  they  fuch  pureneffe  neuer  made, 

Nor  could  to  fuch  attaine. 
Whereat  the  gods  incenfed  grew, 

And  did  together  'gree, 
Euen  with  a  curfe  their  skill  to  fhew, 
Blaming  worlds-blafphemie. 
No  yeare  doth  faile, 
But  fnow  or  haile 
Since  candies  o're  the  earth, 
Whofe  ioy  doth  vanifh, 
For  it  doth  banifh 
The  beautie  of  its  birth. 


Yet  he  had  not  well  view'd  my  face, 
Which  beautie-bringing-years  did  grace 

With  raies  of  moft  refpe6t : 
The  buds  he  left  fo  faire  had  flourifh'd, 
So  kindly  Nature  had  them  nourifh'd, 

As  he  did  not  expect. 
The  Infant-luftre  lightly  laid, 

Was  curioufly  ore-run, 

And 
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And  carefull  Nature  perfit  made 
Her  beautie-boord  begun : 

Each  lineament 

Shee  did  acquaint 
With  a  proportion  due, 

And  euery  lim, 

Fafhion'd  fo  trim, 
Was  hid  in  heauenly  hue. 


The  fauour  of  my  face  was  fuch, 
That  beautie  elfe  though  nere  fo  much, 

(If  that  I  came  in  place) 
Was  but  a  foile  to  make  mine  fairer, 
That  faireneffe  made  mine  feeme  the  rarer, 

That  glory  gaue  mine  grace. 
As  former  eie-contenting  flowres 

Lofe  luftre  by  the  Rofe, 
As  Phcebes  glore  eclipfed  lowres, 
When  Sol  his  fight  out  throwes  : 
Euen  fo  did  mine 
Others  out  fhine, 
Though  faire  in  their  degree ; 
The  lookes  they  loft, 
Which  made  them  boaft, 
If  paraleld  with  me. 

Some 
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Some  would  fay  Venus,  when  at  rareft, 
And  fancied  moft  for  to  be  faireft, 

(With  Adoti  hot  in  loue) 
Look'd  like  me,  but  that  I  more  chafte, 
Look'd  conftant,  fhe  did  care  to  caft 

Such  lookes  as  luft  could  moue. 
Others  would  fay  fuch  Diaris  looke 

(But  more  to  wrath  inclinde) 
When  hapleffe  (bathing  in  a  brooke) 
Acleon  did  her  finde. 
Of  goddeffes 
They  did  expreffe 
The  goodly  gifts  by  mine, 
Not  mine  by  theirs, 
Their  doome  declares 
They  deem'd  me  more  diuine. 


Thefe,  thefe  the  tyrant  fo  admir'd, 
As  with  their  fight  his  heart  was  fir'd 

With  more  then  lawfull  loue : 
He  now  thinks  P rogue's  parts  were  poore : 
He  wonders  how  they  could  allure, 

Or  his  affection  moue. 
He  wifhes  now  he  were  vnwed, 

So  I  would  heare  him  wooe. 


He 
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He  fighes,  he  with  my  filler  fped, 
Or  had  with  her  to  doe: 

As  parched  hay, 

Whereto  we  lay 
Quicke  fire,  takes  fudden  flame, 

So  burn'd  his  heart 

With  euery  dart 
That  light-like  from  me  came. 


Hee's  fo  inrag'd,  he  would  not  fpare 
To  tempt  my  fellowes  faithfull  care, 

(If  that  could  doe  the  deed) 
My  Nurfes  faith,  nay  e'en  my  felfe 
Hee  would  feduce  with  precious  pelfe, 

If  fo  he  could  come  fpeed; 
He  cares  not  for  the  Kingdomes  broile 

To  take  me  thence  perforce, 
And  to  maintaine  his  rauifh'd  fpoile 
By  flaughter'd-foules  diuorce: 
His  reinleffe  loue 
So  much  doth  moue, 
What  is  it  but  he  dares  ? 
Nor  can  his  breft 
Thofe  flames  inueft, 
Which  prouocate  his  cares. 

Nor 
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Nor  can  he  now  delay  indure, 

He  thinkes  with  cunning  to  procure, 

Doth  Progne' s  fute  renew; 
He  makes  it  cloake  his  damn'd  defire, 
When  more  then  right  he  did  require, 

So  Progne  did  perfue, 
He  would  affirme,  his  tongue  did  glofe, 

(Loners  are  eloquent) 
E'en  mouing  teares  his  cheeks  oreflowes, 
(As  if  thofe  Progne  fent ) 
How  humane  mindes, 
Oft  error  blindes, 
Hee's  thought  to  be  fincere, 
His  wickedneffe 
We  kindneffe  gueffe, 
Which  doth  him  more  indeare. 


Behold  I  for  the  fame  doe  fue, 
About  my  fathers  necke  I  threw 

My  armes,  and  him  imbrace, 
I  Maiden  kiffes  intermixt, 
He  notes  them,  for  his  eye  is  fixt 

Still  on  my  firing-face  : 
Each  kiffe  he  (couetous)  did  craue, 

He  wifht  he  were  my  fire, 
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I  to  him  fought,  each  gefture  gaue 
Good  to  his  fond  defire. 

My  fire  at  laft, 

By  our  requeft, 
Againft  his  will  is  won : 

Hauing  obtain'd, 

I  good  had  gain'd 
Did  deeme,  but  was  vndone. 


Now  Phebus  deeds  fo  fwift  had  runne, 
His  daily  courfe  was  almoft  done, 

The  hight  they  patted  haue, 
And  now  the  fteepy  sky  they  beat 
With  angry  hoofes,  to  coole  their  heat, 

Hailing  in  Wefterne  waue. 
On  table  kingly  cates  were  plac'd 

For  to  content  the  tafte, 
Blithe  Bacchus  golden  goblets  grac'd. 
After  this  rich  repaft, 
To  quiet  reft 
Each  him  addreft, 
But  Tereus  tiring-care 
Lets  filken  fleepe 
On  him  to  creepe, 
His  woes  fo  wake-rife  are. 

The 
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The  true  Idea  of  each  part 
He  faw,  was  feated  in  his  heart: 
What  was  hid  from  the  fight, 
He  faines  it  fuch  as  he  would  haue  it, 
And  better  then  fight  could  conceiue  it, 

More  delicate  delight; 
He  thinkes  he  fees  face,  feature,  gate, 

And  doth  furuey  each  lim, 
So  apprehenfiue  quicke  conceat 
Did  reprefent  to  him. 

The  night  was  worne, 
A  weeping  morne 
Vfherd  the  dolefull  day, 

When  haftning  fate, 
Full  of  deceit, 
Permits  no  longer  flay. 


Pandion  then  with  gufhing  eyes, 
Where  gorged  griefe  a  bathing  lies, 

Me  to  him  thus  betakes : 
This  Iewell  (deareft  fonne)  this  pearle 
My  laft,  moft  lou'd,  my  deareft  girle, 

(His  hand  then  fhiuering  makes) 
I  giue  thee,  and  thy  faith  coniure 

By  all  the  gods  aboue, 


To 
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To  guard,  her  fafety  to  affure 
With  a  paternall  loue : 
Let  knowen  bed 
Which  you  haue  had, 

In  firmneffe  keepe  your  faith, 
And  beare  in  minde 
What  Progne  kinde 

With  me  committed  hath. 


And  darling,  now  my  fweeteft  ftay, 
My  ages  hope,  that  from  decay 
Detaines  thefe  turning  haires, 
Whofe  prefence  doth  me  primely  nourifh, 
Whofe  fight  yet  makes  this  face  to  flourifh, 

And  curbes  my  comming  cares : 
Sweet  Philomel,  I  thee  befeech 

Thou  wouldft  with  fpeed  returne : 
While  thou  art  abfent,  I  muft  teach 
Thefe  moiflned  eies  to  mourne. 
Though  loth  to  want, 
Three  Months  I  grant, 
(So  long  to  ftay  you  haue) 
One  day  behinde 
That  time  aflign'd, 
Will  bring  me  to  my  graue. 

Thus 
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Thus  fpeaks  he  with  teare-dropping  eies, 
Drowned  in  his  braine-breeding  feas, 

Which  doth  his  forrow  tell. 
I  feeme  to  goe,  and  oft  turne  backe, 
And  flender  flips  excufes  make 

To  take  a  frefh  farewell. 
Such  was  kinde  Otiid's  lingring  leaue 

Departing  from  his  wife, 
And  fo  did  Cleopatra  grieue, 
Pittie  produc'd  like  ftrife, 
Ccefario  goe, 
O  doe  not,  no, 
Flye  from  Augujlus  fnare; 
Nay  ftay  a  while, 
Fortune  may  fmile, 
Yet  goe,  it's  beft  beware. 


So  far'd  it  here,  fo  we  intreat, 
Kifs'd,  amongft  kiffes  ftill  we  wet 

Our  cheekes  with  mixed  teares : 
To  firme  our  faith  he  takes  our  hands, 
Ioynes  them,  and  mute  amazed  (lands, 

Full  fraught  with  future  feares. 
At  laft,  Ioue  witneffe  this  (he  faies) 

And  punifh  thofe  offend, 

And 
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And  daughter  doe  not  vfe  delaies, 
To  Progne  me  commend : 

Scarce  fpeakes  he  more, 

He  faints  fo  fore, 
As  if  his  fpirits  were  paft, 

Yet  bids  farewell, 

Which  feemes  to  tell, 
(With  flaying)  'twas  the  laft. 


The  night  which  did  this  day  precede, 
Did  wrap  it  felfe  in  mourning  weede 

Of  faddeft  fable  hew, 
Such  pitchie  clouds  were  interpos'd, 
Phebe  was  hid,  fmall  ftarres  were  los'd, 

Their  fplendor  none  did  view. 
At  day  Aurorcis  eies  fo  wept 

As  drunke  each  hill  and  dale, 
As  if  for  Memnon  now  fhe  kept 
The  fad  frefh  funerall, 
Her  eies  did  foake 
The  parched  cloake 
Which  Tellns  then  had  on, 
The  grafle  out  fprung 
From  clay  was  clung, 
At  fall  of  Phaeton. 

E  Thus 
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Thus  parted,  we  vnto  the  fea, 
Our  canuas  wings  we  doe  difplay 

Againft  the  growing  gale, 
Which  their  refiftance  takes  in  fcorne, 
Whereby  the  bulke  is  forward  borne 

By  proudly  fwelling  faile. 
Though  watry  hils  were  interpos'd, 

Yet  followed  he  with  fight, 
Till  his  dim  dazled  eies  were  clos'd, 
'Fore  their  time  bringing  night : 
Returning  then 
He  doth  complaine 
His  late  receiued  loffe, 
As  mounting  waues, 
And  falling  graues, 
With  ftubborne  billowes  toffe. 


Now  Tereus  can  no  more  containe 
His  (yet  hid)  ioy,  it  is  fo  maine, 

Which  vanting  voice  doth  vent. 
The  day  is  ours,  the  prize  is  won, 
My  loue  whofe  light  obfcures  the  Sun, 

Whofe  beames  breed  more  content, 
Goes  with  me :  hath  her  forrowing-fire 

(Who  did  her  fo  much  tender) 

Twin'd 
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Twin'd  with  her?  or  drunke  with  defire, 
Doe  I  dreame  he  doth  fend  her? 

Rowfe,  rowfe  you  fpirits, 

Conceited  fweets 
Of  a  fantaftique  loue 

No  power  haue 

So  to  bereaue, 
Nor  can  fuch  pleafure  moue. 


Thus  faies  he ;  nor  doth  turne  afide 
His  eies  from  me,  which  ftill  doe  bide 

Beholding  with  delight : 
As  Adamant  the  Iron  drawes 
By  Natures  clofe  compelling  lawes, 

So  did  I  draw  his  fight: 
Looke  as  the  Eagle  fharpe  doth  prie 

Vpon  his  panting  prey, 
Which  in  his  cruell  clawes  doth  lie 
Hopeleffe  to  fcape  away: 
So  he  beheld, 
So  I  compeld 
Was  for  to  wait  his  will, 
Whom  yet  in  minde 
I  counted  kinde, 
Not  confcious  of  ill. 

E  2  Our 
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Our  fleeing  failes  had  made  fuch  hafte, 
That  now  the  tedious  trauel's  paft, 

The  toiling  fea  brings  forth: 
We  touch  vpon  the  tyrants  coaft, 
Where  hapleffe  I  alaffe  was  loft, 

And  left  of  little  worth. 
To  fhore  the  tired  troopes  doe  hie, 

Refrefhment  there  to  finde : 
The  anchor'd-bulke  lies  at  a  bay, 
With  faile  ftrooke  from  the  winde. 
All  doe  reioyce, 
With  cheerefull  voice, 
Their  gefture  fhewes  they're  glad, 
They  thinke  them  bleft, 
That  with  fuch  hafte 
They  happie  voyage  made. 


A  winter-wafted  aged  wood 

Neere  to  the  landing  place  there  ftood, 

Spoiled  (with  length  of  yeares) 
Of  beautie,  no  buds  it  had  borne 
For  many  fprings,  the  wet  had  worne 

The  trunke  with  tempeft-teares : 
The  barkleffe  boughs  fpreading  abroad, 

Vnto  the  graffie  ground 

Yeelded 
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Yeelded  no  made,  with  leauie  load 
The  branches  were  not  crownd, 

Whereby  the  heat, 

So  fore  did  beat, 
From  Phoebus  fine  face : 

Flora  for  feare, 

Durft  not  draw  neere 
To  beautifie  that  place. 


The  winding-Iuie  with  foft  moffe, 
The  bodies  bound,  and  did  imbofle 

The  rent  and  ragged  rinde, 
They  wrap  with  warmneffe  to  reftore 
Decaied  age,  and  to  decore 

Times  mines,  'bout  them  winde: 
It  feem'd  fad  defolations  feat 

Farre  feuerd  from  refort, 
Where  nought  did  grow  was  good  of  late 
For  profit  or  for  fport. 
No  harmonie, 
From  tree  or  skie 
The  birds  made,  all  was  fad : 
The  bad  afpecl:, 
Shew'd  the  neglect 
That  nature  thereof  had. 


E  3  Obfcure 
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Obfcure  bufhes  of  fur  and  feme, 
Confus'dly  mixt,  where  robbers  learne 

For  to  intrap  the  prey, 
Were  rudely  ranged  here  and  there, 
Wouen  with  briar  and  bramble  bare, 

Which  clofe  together  lay; 
A  place  moft  fit  for  fuch  a  faft, 
For  fuch  a  damn'd  defpight, 
Where  mifchiefe  meant  his  part  to  aft, 
And  hide  it  from  the  fight. 
The  moft  obdur'd, 
Would  be  obfcur'd, 
When  they  commit  a  crime: 
Sin  is  fo  Jham'd, 
Left  it  be  blam'd, 
Itfeekes  out  place  and  time. 


Thither  he  hales  me,  I  did  quake, 
My  heart  did  faint,  my  lims  did  fhake, 

I  doubted  and  grew  pale : 
I  for  my  fifter  ask'd  with  teares, 
Not  daring  to  confeffe  my  feares ; 

Yet  that  did  not  auaile: 
He  did  confeffe  his  foule  intent, 

Me  to  the  ground,  he  flung, 

His 
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His  late-lou'd-haire  he  rudely  rent, 
And  careleffe  from  me  wrung. 

I  cal'd  amaine, 

But  all  in  vaine, 
On  fifter  and  on  fire, 

On  gods  aboue, 

But  could  not  moue 
Them  mitigate  his  ire. 


He  forc'd  me,  O  how  I  did  tremble! 
Griefe  feem'd  to  kill,  but  did  diffemble, 

And  would  not  proue  fo  kinde: 
O  had  I  then  giuen  vp  the  ghoft, 
Before  my  virgin  gem  was  loft, 

As  fpotleffe  as  my  minde; 
Then  had  my  body  without  ftaine, 

In  fweet  Elizian  fhade, 
With  the  vntainted  virgin-traine, 
A  merrie  manfion  had, 
Where  now  alas, 
It  hath  no  place, 
Free  from  tormenting  thought, 
Of  that  forc'd  ill, 
Which  'gainft  my  will 
On  wofull  me  was  wrought. 

E  4  The 
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The  harmleffe  vnfufpe&ing  Lambe, 
Torne  from  the  teats  of  fearfull  dam, 

By  hungrie-Wolues  furprife; 
Perfu'd  by  maftring-Maftiffe  faft, 
The  robber  leaues  his  prey  for  haft, 

Which  much  amazed  lies 
Still  doubting  if  it  be  redeem'd 
From  fuch  a  deepe  diftreffe, 
So  fainting  I  confounded  feem'd, 
My  feare  was  nothing  leffe: 
Fraught  with  defpaire, 
I  did  not  care 
What  mifchiefe  might  betide; 
As  in  a  trance, 
Forfooke  of  fenfe, 
I  for  a  time  did  bide. 


When  to  my  felfe  I  did  returne, 

My  hart  did  heaue,  my  cheeks  did  burne, 

My  breft  I  boldly  beat; 
Rap'd  with  reuenge  I  did  not  fpare, 
As  caufe  (though  guiltleffe)  face  &  haire, 

So  louely  look'd  of  late, 
From  eie  no  teare,  from  tongue  no  words 

My  paffion  did  permit. 

The 
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The  greefe  that  fuch  releefe  affords, 
Is  foone  freed from  his  fit: 

With  fighes  and  fobs, 

And  thrilling  throbs, 
My  body  did  rebound. 

Mine  eie  him  blam'd, 

Then  ftraight  afham'd, 
It  ftares  vpon  the  ground. 


But  when  as  greater  griefe  gaue  place, 
Swift  trickling  teares  did  other  trace, 

My  glowing  cheekes  bedew'd: 
Obortiue  words  for  birth-right  long'd, 
Each  prefling  firft,  his  fellow  throng'd, 

And  haftily  perfu'd. 
As  refpite  gaue  me  further  leaue, 

I  rat'd  him  in  my  rage, 
Thinking  I  gaind  if  he  did  grieue, 
My  forrow  to  affwage. 
So  raging  fpight 
Doth  take  delight, 
(  Though  thereby  not  releeiid) 
To  vex  the  heart 
Procured  its  f mart, 
Andglores  to  fee  it  greiu'd. 
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O  periur'd,  curfed,  cruell  wretch, 
To  fuch  a  wickedneffe  to  ftretch, 

Refpe£tleffe  of  the  gods : 
Thou  blinded  canft  them  not  efpie, 
Yet  doubtleffe  they  doe  draw  thee  nie, 

With  new  reuenging  rods. 
Could  not  Pandions  praiers  moue 

Thee  keepe  thy  promife  paft, 
Nor  Prognes  charge?  muft  mariage  proue 
Thee  bafe,  which  fhould  make  bleft? 
A  maid  to  ftaine, 
A  bed  profane 
With  an  inceftuous  luft, 
Me  to  deflore, 
My  fillers  whore, 
What  can  be  more  vniuft! 


If  there  be  gods,  they'le  be  reueng'd ; 
If  not,  euen  I  (as  farre  eflrang'd 

From  fhame,  as  thou  from  grace) 
This  hainous  a6lion  fhall  proclame, 
Notorious  fhall  be  thy  name, 

Hatefull  in  euery  place. 
If  here  detained,  with  mirthleffe  mones 

The  mountaines  I'le  acquaint: 

My 
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My  cries  fhall  caufe  the  trees  and  ftones 
To  pittie  my  complaint: 

To  heauen  I  vow 

I  fhall  ftriue  how 
To  taint  him  me  betraid; 

The  world  fhall  know 

I  was  not  flow 
To  wrecke  a  wronged  maid. 


Thefe  words  the  monfler  fo  commou'd, 
He  hates  her  now  he  lately  lou'd, 

For  finne  hath  this  farewell ; 
It  relifh'd,  ftraight  a  loathing  breeds, 
A  minutes  pleafure  paine  fucceeds 

That  laflingly  doth  dwell. 
Though  confcience  he  cannot  calme, 

Which  reftleffe  now  is  rent; 
V^hofe  fore  to  falue  he  knowes  no  balme, 
Yet  feekes  he  to  preuent, 
Left  I  to  Fame 
Should  blaze  his  fhame, 
He  mindes  with  more  mifchiefe 
Still  to  goe  on, 
Regardleffe  growne, 
So  name  may  finde  releefe.     - 

Thus 
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Thus  arm'd  with  hate  my  hands  he  bound 
Behinde  my  backe,  my  haire  he  wound 

About  a  ftubborne  tree, 
He  drew  his  fword,  I  hoped  death, 
Detefting  a  diftained  breath, 
My  foule  I  fought  to  free: 
Yet  he  proues  not  fo  pittifull, 

but  to  be  out  of  doubt 
That  I  mould  blab,  his  pincers  pull 
My  tongue  with  torment  out : 
Thus  ioy-bereft, 
No  comfort  left, 
He  loos'd  and  left  alone 
To  Tigers  wilde, 
Than  he  more  milde, 
With  wordleffe-fpeech  to  moane. 


Then  to  my  fifter  he  returnes, 

She  asks  for  me,  therewith  he  mournes, 

Sighes,  forrow  futes  his  face. 
He  faines  my  Funerall,  which  drew 
The  teares,  which  made  his  tale  feeme  true, 

None  doubting  my  difgrace. 
Progfie  her  precious  garments  gay, 

That  daintily  did  decke 

Her 
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Her  ioyfull,  now  fhe  laies  away, 
And  d'ons  the  mournfull  blacke: 

A  fable  vaile 

To  ground  did  traile, 
A  Tombe  for  me  did  make, 

There  incenfe  burnes, 

And  for  me  mournes, 
That  needed  no  fuch  wake. 


His  flaming  charriot  'bout  the  world, 
Porting  through  fignes  the  Sun  had  hurld, 

And  yearely  courfe  difpatch'd 
While  there  I  (laid.  No  hope  of  flight, 
My  carefull  keeper  day  and  night 

So  warily  me  watch'd; 
I  dumbe  could  not  the  caufe  delate 

Of  this  my  ftri6t  reftraint ; 
Butfubtile  wit  on  woe  doth  wait, 
Cunning's  to  catifes  lent: 
I  call  about 
How  to  bring  out 
His  lewdneffe  to  the  light; 
Which  while  I  minde, 
Occafion  kinde 
Doth  offer  to  the  fight. 

The 
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The  blifleffe  briers  the  coat  had  torne 
The  fleecie  flocke  had  lately  worne, 

And  flill  retain'd  that  fpoile: 
Of  partie  coloured  wooll  there  was 
Store  flicking  on  the  ftalkes,  on  graffe 

Some  lay,  fome  on  the  foile : 
A  web  I  wrought  of  colour  white, 

Letters  with  bloud  diftaind 
I  inter-weau'd,  which  his  defpight 
And  my  cares  caufe  containd. 
Thus  brought  to  end, 
By  fignes  I  fend 
Vnto  my  fifter  Queene; 
Nor  did  he  know 
To  her  did  goe, 
What  thefe  mixt  markes  did  meane. 


This  pettie  prefent  fhe  ore-viewes, 
And  narrowly  doth  note  the  hues, 

As  fhe  doth  it  vnfold. 
Thefe  carefull  characters  exprefs'd, 
How  dolefull  I  was  fo  diftrefs'd, 

She  blufh'd  for  to  behold, 
O're  her  proud  cheeke  no  teare  diftill'd, 

No  bitter  word  brake  out, 

With 
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With  vengeance  and  with  hate  me  fild, 
Like  furie  flies  about: 

She  meditates 

To  moue  the  Fates 
To  further  her  intent : 

To  take  reuenge 

By  meanes  moft  ftrange, 
Her  minde  is  fully  bent. 


The  hellifti  hags,  hatchers  of  ill, 
That  can  feduce  a  doubtfull  will, 

Finding  her  thus  inclind, 
Reioyc'd,  and  with  the  Furies  ioynd 
To  mould  a  mifchiefe  yet  vncoin'd, 

So  to  content  her  minde. 
The  crime  (admitting  no  excufe) 

Thefe  Impes  doe  aggrauate, 
They  malice  in  the  minde  infufe 
That  is  at  height  of  hate ; 
Thus  doe  thefe  elues 
Bufie  themfelues 
To  banifh  from  the  minde 
Pittie  that  pleads 
For  the  mifdeeds 
Of  a  deare  friend  vnkinde. 

Thoufand 
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Thoufand  Ideas  in  her  braine 

They  ftampe  of  diftinct  forts  of  paine, 

To  punifh  each  doth  preffe, 
She's  loth  the  leaft  of  them  fhould  perifh, 
Pittileffe-paffion  doth  them  cherifh, 

Till  growne  to  exceffe 
They  long  for  birth,  the  time  inuites, 

Sv/olne-BaccAus  feaft  drew  neere, 
Which  Thracian  dames  with  folemne  rites 
Should  celebrate  that  yeare, 
Both  old  and  young, 
In  confus'd  throng, 
Doe  rauing  run  about; 

Like  bel-dames  mad 
That  day  they  gad, 
No  danger  then  they  doubt 


When  Phebus  fierie  Car  withdrew, 
The  Queene  with  a  felected  crew 

Her  princely  palace  left: 
The  founding  braffe  fo  beat  the  walls, 
Glib  Eccho  anfwering  the  calls, 

The  cryftall-couering  cleft, 
A  haire-lace  of  a  leauy  vine, 

About  her  temples  twinde, 
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A  Harts  hide  was  her  habit  fine, 
Which  'bout  her  fhe  did  binde, 

A  fmall  fhort  fpeare 

Her  fhoulders  beare, 
Thus  arm'd  away  Ihe  hies 

To  fearch  the  wood, 

Rites  of  that  god 
She  counterfets  with  cries. 


She  with  difordered  furie  roues 
Through  couerts,  dens,  &  fhadie  groues, 

With  whoops  and  hollowes  lowd, 
So  hoe,  fhe  founds:  a  fcarce-pac'd-path 
Her  prying  eye  difcouered  hath, 

Which  feem'd  as  ftaind  with  bloud : 
Her  minde  that  mus'd  on  my  mifchance, 

Seeing  the  withered  knops 
Of  parched  graffe,  her  fudden  glance 
Doth  deeme  them  bloudie  drops. 
Whatfirjl  the  braine 
Doth  intertable, 
There  fuch  imprejfwn  takes, 
That  oft  the  fight 
It  changeth  quite, 
Andfalfe  refemblance  makes. 

F  So 


77 


64  Philomela, 


So  waft  with  her,  which  makes  her  more 
Long  for  reuenge  then  theretofore, 
She  hafts,  me  thinkes  fhe  heares 
My  wofull  plaint,  fhe  preffeth  on, 
My  prifon  dore  a  moff-growne  ftone 

Shee  breakes  and  bufhes  teares; 
Shee  takes  me  out,  fhe  hides  my  face 

With  blooming  Hather  fweet : 
Shee  doth  with  Bacchus  liuery  grace 
Me,  as  the  time  was  meet: 
Shee  leads  me  home, 
Where  when  I  come, 
My  panting  breft  bewray'd 
That  my  poore  heart 
With  bitter  fmart 
And  forrow  was  affai'd. 


She  hauing  found  a  fitting  place 
To  vent  her  woe,  vnuailes  my  face, 

Off;  Bacchus  tokens  takes ; 
She  flares  on  me,  I  on  the  ground, 
A  guiltleffe-fhame  did  me  confound, 

My  face  a  flame  it  makes: 
With  fcalding  teares  fhe  ftriues  to  flench 

The  feruor  of  my  face, 

Yet 
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Yet  could  not  her  eie-conduits  quench 
My  fires,  fed  by  difgrace. 

If  I  had  had 

A  tongue  to  plead, 
I  had  apologiz'd, 

And  fworne,  conftrain'd 

I  had  beene  ftain'd, 
Shee  'gainft  my  will  difpleas'd. 


My  eloquence  did  fo  preuaile, 
Which  in  fad  filence  told  my  tale, 

It  deepe  impreflion  tooke: 
Shee  reades  the  ftory  in  my  face 
Of  her  wrong,  and  of  my  difgrace, 

Pointed  with  pitties  looke. 
My  teares  that  trickled  downe  amaine 

Shee  blames,  that's  not  the  way 
(Sayes  fhee  in  anger  and  difdaine) 
My  fury  to  allay: 

It's  fire  and  fword 
Muft  meanes  afford, 
To  take  a  fharpe  reuenge; 
Or  if  ought  els 
Their  force  excels 
In  torment  nere  fo  ftrange. 

F  2  Whiles 
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While  thus  fhe  fpeakes,  her  pretty  childe 
Itys  came,  whom  with  lookes  vnmilde 

Shee  eies :  how  like  his  fire 
He  lookes?  (her  heart  could  not  afford 
Her  woe-ty'd  tongue  another  word, 

Swelling  with  inward  ire) 
Yet  comes  he  nie,  and  'bout  her  necke 

He  winds  his  wanton  armes, 
He  toyes,  he  kiffes,  wrath  doth  checke 
His  childifh  fnaring  charmes, 
Againft  her  will 
Her  eies  diftill, 
She  (mou'd  with  pitty)  mourn'd, 
But  when  on  me 
Shee  fet  her  eie, 
Her  teares  to  traitors  turn'd. 


See  I  my  fifter  thus  defilde  ? 

And  toy  I  with  the  traitors  childe? 

Doth  he  with  prating  fport, 
And  fits  fhee  filent?  cals  he  dame, 
And  cannot  fhe  her  fifter  name, 

Diftreffed  in  fuch  fort? 
Firft  let  him  die ;  I  gape  him  breath, 

And  what  hath  he  deferu'd  ? 

His 
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His  fire  gaue  what  is  worfe  then  death, 
Should  his  feede  be  preferu'd  ? 

What,  fhall  fhe  grieue? 

And  fhall  he  Hue 
Still  to  vpbraid  our  fhame? 

He  not  difpenfe 

With  fuch  offence 
For  a  kinde  mothers  name. 


Thus  reafon'd  fhe,  thus  wrath  preuail'd, 
A  Parents  part  in  pitie  fail'd, 
Sifter  fhe  prou'd  too  deare, 
Rudely  the  tender  boy  fhe  hales, 
Who  flatteringly,  kinde  mother  cals, 

Her  fury  made  him  feare : 
Remorfe  and  pitie  from  her  fled, 

Fell  furie  tooke  the  place ; 
Shee  in  his  bofome  bath'd  a  blade, 
As  he  would  her  imbrace; 
Nor  fo  content, 
Shee  cut,  and  rent 
Him  peece-meale,  part  fhe  boiies, 
Some  part  fhe  roafls, 
And  thereof  boafts, 
Blithe  of  her  proper  fpoiles. 

F  3  She 
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Shee  hereof  makes  a  daintie  feaft 
For  him  that  it  fufpe&ed  leaft, 

Her  husband  fhee  inuites, 
Faining  the  cuftome  did  permit 
But  one  man  at  the  moft,  to  fit 

At  Bacchus  bliffed  rites : 
He  fet  in  ftate,  that  food  before 
Him  plac'd,  thereon  he  feeds, 
Too  deare  a  difh  he  doth  deuoure, 
Yet  nothing  thereof  dreads : 
He  faies  bring  here 
My  darling  deare, 
Itys  my  loued  lad: 

Progne  could  nought 
More  hide  her  thought, 
Reuenge  made  her  fo  glad. 


Thou  feeft  him  (faies  fhe)  where  (he  faid) 
I  that  no  more  could  hide  his  head 

Which  quietly  I  kept, 
As  it  was  ftain'd  with  barkned  blood, 
Did  hurle  at  him ;  as  he  were  wood, 

He  from  the  table  leapt; 
He  wailes,  he  weeps,  he  mad  doth  run, 

Full  fraught  with  furies  fits, 

My 
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My  infants  herfe,  his  tombe,  vndone 
I  am,  bereft  of  wits, 

(He  faid)  o're-ioy'd 

To  fee  him  noy'd 
We  were;  Reiimge  did  fmilc, 

With  naked  blade 

He  doth  inuade 
Vs,  authours  of  this  guile. 


He  eagerly  doth  vs  perfue 
So  fwift,  as  feathered  we  flew, 

Thereto  inforc'd  by  feare, 
Soft  pens  fprout  out,  our  armes  turne  wings, 
New  fhape  we  take  (who'l  truft  fuch  things) 

Soft  plumes  our  bodies  beare : 
We  become  birds,  Progne  to  towne 

Doth  take  a  fudden  flight, 
I  wandring  to  the  woods  did  bowne 
To  waile  my  woes  by  night : 
Some  bloody  ftaine 
We  ftill  retaine, 
The  marke  of  that  mifdeed, 
Such  crimfon-taint 
Our  feathers  paint, 
As  they  feeme  ftill  to  bleed. 

I  4  Nor 
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Nor  he  who  vs  perfu'd  doth  fcape 
For  his  foule  fault,  he  loofeth  fhape, 

He  to  a  Tewghet  turnes ; 
His  blade  is  turn'd  into  a  bill 
To  exercife  his  angry  will : 

His  voice  ftill  fadly  mournes. 
'Caufe  once  a  King,  a  crowne-like  creft 

He  brauely  yet  doth  beare ; 
His  iffue  hatch'd,  away  doe  hafte, 
Their  father  they  doe  feare. 
Pandion  heard 
Thefe  newes  and  bard 
All  comfort,  fed  on  care, 
Before  his  day 
Griefe  made  a  way 
To  death,  by  dire  defpaire. 


So  farre  fweet  Philomela  fung, 

But  here  fad  forrow  ftaid  her  tongue, 

Her  throbbing  breft  did  bound, 
Whereby  I  well  might  gueffe  her  griefe, 
And  'caufe  I  could  not  yeeld  releefe, 

Her  woe  my  heart  did  wound. 
Pittie  with  paflion  fo  me  pierc'd, 

I  preft  her  how  to  pleafe, 

Her 
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Her  legend  if  it  were  rehears'd, 
I  deem'd  would  doe  her  eafe : 

Not  knowing  well 

How  fhe  could  tell 
Her  tale  fo  well  agen, 

Returning  backe 

I  was  not  flacke, 
Thus  her  complaint  to  pen. 
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TO    THE    TRVLIE 

HONOVRABLE     AND 

NOBLE    LADY    Lvcie 

COVNTESSE    OF 

Bedford. 


T  is  a  continued  cuftome 
{Right  honourable)  that 
what  paffeth  the  Preffe, 
is  Dedicated  to  fome  one 
of  eminent  quality :  Worth 
of  the  perfonage  to  whom, 
or  a  priuate  refpecl  of  the  partie  by  whom 
it  is  offered,  being  chiefe  caufes  thereof  the  one 
for  proteclion  and  honour,  the  other  for  a 
thankfull  remembrance.     Moued  by  both  thefc, 

I 
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The  Epiftle  Dedicatorie. 

I  prefetit  this  /mall  Poem  (now  expofed  to 
publike  cenfure)  to  yotir  Honour :  firjl  know- 
ing the  fore-placing  of  your  Name  (for  true 
worth  fo  defertiedly  well  knowne  to  the  world) 
will  not  only  be  a  defence  againfl  malignant 
carpers,  but  alfo  an  addition  of  grace.  Secondly, 
the  obligation  of  gratitude  ( whereby  I  am 
bound  to  your  Ladifhips  feruice)  which  cannot 
be  cancelled,  fhall  be  hereby  humbly  acknow- 
ledged. If  it  pleafe  (that  being  the  end  of  thefe 
endeuours)  I  haue  my  defire.  Daine  to  accept 
thereof  (Madam)  with  a  fauourable  afpecl, 
whereby  I  JItall  be  incouraged,  and  moreflricl- 
ly  tyed  to  remaine. 

Euer  your  Honour's,  in 
all  humble  dutie, 


Patrick    Hannay. 


A  briefe  Collection  out  of  the 

Hungarian  Hijlorie,  for  the  better 

vnderftanding  of  this  en- 

fuing  Poem. 

Fter  the  loffe  of  the  battle  of 
Mohacz,  Lewis  (the  fecond  of 
that  name,  King  of  Hungary 
and  Bohemia)  found  dead 
in  a  rift  of  the  earth  halfe 
a  mile  aboue  Mohacz;  the 
Turke  inuefts  John  Zappoly  (chofen  at  Al- 
beregalis)  King  of  Hungary:  The  Arch- Duke 
Ferdinand  pretending  to  beeheireofZ^^/Za^is 
elected  King  of  Bohemia,  and  growing  great 
thinkes  of  the  conqueft  of  Hungary,  alledging 
it  did  appertaine  to  him  by  right  of  Prince  Al- 
for/,  and  ^/z;z£  his  wife,  fitter  to  K'mgLewis:  He 
gathering  together  a  ftrong  army,  enters  there- 
with into  Hungary.  King  John  vnprouided  of 
forces,retiresto  Tran/iluania.-Ferdinandperfues 
and  ouerthrowes  him:  he  flees  towards  Po- 
lonia,  and  Ferdinand  is  crowned  King  of  Hun- 
gary. 
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gary.  Ierome  Lasky  (a  man  of  great  power)  re- 
ceiues  Iokn,  and  practifeth  with  the  Turke  for 
his  reftitution.  Solymanvndertdkes  his  defence, 
and  brings  him  back.  Manyhoftilities  paft  twixt 
Iokn  and  Ferdinand:  Fortune  now  fauouring 
the  one,  now  the  other;  at  laft  (wearied,  and 
their  forces  weakened)  they  agreed:  The  con- 
ditions were,  that  Iokn  fliould  inioy  all  hee  then 
poffeffed  during  his  naturall  life ;  &  at  his  death 
it  mould  defcend  to  Ferdinand:  Johns  children 
(if  hee  left  any)  to  be  honourably  maintained. 
Within  fhort  time  after  this  agreement  Iokn  di- 
eth,  leauing  a  fonne  (named  Stephen)  of  eleuen 
dayes  of  age.  Isabella  (wife  to  Iokn,  and  daugh- 
ter to  Sigifmond  King  of  Poland)  together 
with  a  Friar  named  George  (who  had  been  a  fol- 
lower of  Iohns  fortunes)  are  left  tutors  to  this 
yong  Prince.  Iokn  dead,  Ferdinand  requires 
performance  of  the  agreement ;  which  (by  the 
Friars  meanes)  is  denied.  The  Queene  with  her 
fonne  and  George  retire  to  Buda,  which  Ferdi- 
nand {hy  his  Lieutenant Raccandolfe)  ftraightly 
befieges.  Makumet£a/7ia{uccoursihe  Queene, 
Solyman  himfelfe  comming  to  Andrionopolis. 
Mujlapha BaJJta  is  fent  into  Tranfiluania  againft 

Malliat 
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Malliat  Ferdinands  Lieutenant  there.  Raccan- 
dolph  is  quite  defeat  at  Buda  by  Mahumet, 
who  takes  Pejlhe  and  diuers  other  fortreffes. 

Malliat  hearing  of  this  ouerthrow  (and 
defpairing  of  fuccours  from  Ferdinand)  retires 
to  Fogare  a  ftrong  Caftle,  which  by  a  thoufand 
affaults  of  the  Turkes  could  not  be  taken.  He 
comes  to  a  parly  with  Mti/lafa,  who  fends  into 
Fogare,  foure  principall  Captaines  of  the  Caual- 
larie  as  hoftages ;  Malliat  on  this  affurance  com- 
ming  forth  is  betraid  in  a  banquet,  feized  on  as 
a  prifoner,  and  fent  to  Conjlantinople,  where  he 
remained  prifonertil  his  death.  Solyman  (hauing 
thus  driuen  Ferdinands  forces  out  of  Hungary) 
commeth  to  Buda,  from  whence  he  fends  Ifabel 
and  her  fonne  with  the  Frier  to  gouerne  Trau- 
Jiluania,  depriuing  her  of  Hungarie  againft  his 
paffed  faith.  The  Frier  (  of  an  infolent  and 
haughtie  fpirit)  gouerneth  all  in  Tranfiluania 
as  he  lifteth,  little  regarding  the  Oueene :  Shee 
(difdaining  to  be  curbd  by  one  rifen  from  fo 
meane  a  qualitie)  complaineth  to  Solijnan. 
The  Frier  (fearing  the  Tur  kes{orce)tende.th.  pri- 
uately  to  Ferdina?id,  inticing  him  to  a  new  at- 
tempt, promifing  him  the  aid  of  the  Tranjilua- 
G  niaus, 
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nians,  with  diuers  fortreffes .  Ferdinand  (glad  of 
this  offer)  fends  to  his  brother  Charles  the  fift 
then  warring  in  Germanic:  He  (iealous  of  Fre- 
dericke  Duke  of  Saxon,  and  Philip  Lantgraue 
of  Hejfj  whom  yet  he  detained  prifoners)  fends 
him  only  John  Baptifla  Cajlalde  to  be  his  Lieu- 
tenant, who  comes  to  Vienna  for  his  inftructi- 
ons.  With  him  came  diuers  Gentlemen, 
amongft  whom  was  Iohn  Sheretinc,  who  there 
becomes  deeply  enamoured  of  Mariana, 
daughter  to  Lazare  Ardech,  and  is  requited 
with  like  affection :  friends  willingly  confent, 
and  they  are  contracted.  Cajlalde  (with  in- 
ftruclions)  leaues  Vienna,  whom.  Sheretine  (after 
a  fad  farewell  of  Mariana)  doth  accompanie. 
While  they  are  in  iourney  to  Hungary,  Maximi- 
lian fonne  to  Ferdinand  returnes  from  Spaine, 
hauing  wedded  Mary,  daughter  to  Charles  the 
fift,  in  honor  whereof  diuers  triumphs  are  done. 
Nicholas  Turian  (a  young  Nobleman)  com- 
ming  with  Maximilian  to  Vienna,  and  feeing 
Mariafia,  falls  in  loue  with  her ;  by  meanes  of 
her  fathers  kinfman  (his  intire  friend)  hee 
comes  acquainted  with  Mariana's  parents :  he 
fues  {or Mariana :  Her  parents  better  liking  his 

prefent 


94 


out  of  the  Hungarian  Jiijlorie.  8 1 

prefent  and  better  meanes  then  Sherelines, 
(which  moft  depended  on  hope)  force  her  a- 
gainft  her  will  and  plighted  faith,  to  wed 
Turian. 

Cqfialde  (come  into  Hungary)  caufethAgrza  (a 
town  of  great  importance,  yet  neither  ftrong  by 
fite  nor  Art)  to  be  ftrongly  fortified,  comitting 
the  charge  thereof  to  Erafmus  Tewfle.  Caftalde 
proceeds  on  hisiourneyto  Tranjiluania.  Ariuing 
at  Tz/sor  Tibifcus,  (alarge  and  deeperiuer,  which 
taketh  his  beginning  in  Poland,  at  the  foot  of 
the  hill  Carpatus,  and  thwarteth  Hungary  to- 
wards the  South  till  it  fall  mDanubzzcs  ,het\veene 
Belgrad  and  Cenedin,  where  it  lofeth  the  name. 
It  is  in  fome  places  eight  miles  broad  by  reafon 
of  quagmires)  and  hauing  paffed  the  riuer, 
they  marched  in  battell  till  they  came  to  Debre- 
zen,  there  he  met  with  two  of  the  greateft 
and  richeft  Lords  of Hungary,  Andrew  But  tor, 
and  Thomas  Nadafdy,  who  ioyned  with  him. 
By  the  way  Dalmas  holding  for  the  Queene,  is 
befieged,  and  taken  by  John  Baptifta  of  Arco. 
The  Queene  hearing  of  Cqfialde  his  approch, 
calleth  a  Dyet  at  Egneth,  which  (by  the  Friers 
cunning)  is  diffolued  without  any  thing  conclu- 
G  2  ded. 
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ded.  She  retires  with  her  fonne  to  A  Ibeiulawhh. 
fuch  force  as  fhe  had.  The  Friar  perfues  her, 
and  fhe  fearing  the  weakneffe  of  the  towne,  re- 
tires to  Sajfebejs  (a  place  by  fituation  farre 
ftronger  then  Albeiula:)  George befiegeth A Ibe- 
iula.  The  Queene  hearing  of  the  approch  often 
thoufand  Spaniards  to  his  aid,feekes  an  accord, 
which  George  eafily  grants,  knowing  Cajlalde 
was  not  nie.  The  Quee?ie  yeelds  the  Towne,  on 
condition  to  haue  her  mouables  faued.  George 
confents  therto,  not  fuffering  one  of  his  foldiers 
to  enter,  till  her  goods  were  brought  out  and 
carried  to  her.  Cajlalde  and  George  meet  foone 
after  at  Egneth ;  they  goe  to  feeke  the  Queene 
to  Sajfebejs:  there  they  fit  in  Counfell :  Cajlalde 
declares  his  charge :  that  the  Queene  mould  ren- 
der the  kingdome  according  to  the  former 
agreement  made  with  her  Husband  I ohn.  Hee 
addes  alfo,  that  the  Infanta  loan  (youn- 
geft  daughter  to  Ferdinand,  with  iooooo. 
Crownes  For  a  Dowrie)  mould  be  giuen  to  her 
fonne  Steuen  in  mariage :  with  other  offers,  all 
feeming  good  to  that  affemblie.  They  fend  her 
that  meffage  by  George;  whereupon  fhe  (know- 
ing the  impoffibilitie  to  keepe  it  by  force,  being 
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deftitute  of  all  aid)  yeelds  her  felfe  to  Ferdi- 
nand. The  Friar  (Tearing  left  this  agreement 
might  eclipfe  his  greatneffejfeekes  todiffolue  it ; 
but  fhe(iealous  of  his  inconftancie  and  cunning, 
and  not  able  longer  to  fufifer  his  infolencies) 
accufeth  him  to  Caflalde;  feeketh  to  confirme 
the  agreement,  and  at  a  Dyet  held  at  Egneth  in 
prefence  of  her  fonne  and  Nobilitie,  deliuers 
vp  the  kingly  Ornaments,  which  were  a 
Crowne  of  plates  of  gold  mounting  on  high  in 
forme  of  a  high-crownd  hat,  inriched  with 
Pearle  and  ftones,  with  a  fmall  golden  Croffe  on 
the  top,  a  Scepter  of  Iuory,  a  Mantle  of  cloth 
of  gold  fet  with  ftones :  a  Gowne  and  a  paire 
of  fhooes  of  gold:  The  Frier  would  haue 
had  the  Crowne  in  keeping,  which  fhe  with 
difdaine  denied  him,  faying,  Shee  would  neuer 
confent  that  a  Frier JJwuld  be  King  of  that  king- 
dome,  whereof  fie  difpoffeffed  her f elf e  and  fonne. 
Then  (with  great  effufion  of  teares)  deliuers 
Caflalde  the  Crowne;  earneftly  imploring 
Ferdinands  releefe  to  her  and  her  fonne  (whofe 
griefe  fhewed  he  difliked  the  furrender)  con- 
fidering  they  were  fprung  from  a  Noble  ftocke. 
The  next  day  after  fhe  tooke  her  iourney  to- 
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wards  Cajfouia  with  her  fickly  fonne,  mani- 
fefting  the  great  forrow  and  difcontent  fhe  felt 
to  fee  her  felfe  depriued  of  her  Kingdome; 
and  by  agreement  to  leaue  her  owne,  which 
(in  time)  fmall  helpe  of  friends  could  ftill  haue 
kept.  At  Caffbuia  fhee  ftayes,  with  patience  ex- 
pecting a  change  of  Fortune.  At  laft  is  made 
Vayuodoi  Tranfa/fliniafeekeihald  of  the  Turke: 
The  Tranjiluanians  (wearied  with  the  Auftrian 
oppreffion)  practife  her  returne.  She  comming, 
driues  out  Ferdinands  forces ;  is  reeftablifhed, 
and  rewardeth  thofe  who  had  ftill  ftucke  to  her. 
Caftalde  after  receipt  of  the  Crowne,  diligently 
kept  it.  At  laft  finding  fit  opportunitie,  fends 
it  to  Ferdinand 'by  John  Alphonfe  Caftalde  Pef- 
caire  (his  nephew)  whom  Sheretine  (longing 
to  fee  Mariana)  accompanieth  to  Vienna ;  there 
feeing  the  inconftancie  of  Mariana ;  (who  had 
promifed  neuer  to  yeeld  to  any  other)  and  the 
ill  dealing  of  her  parents,  within  fhort  time  hee 
falleth  ficke  with  extreme  forrow,  and  dieth; 
whofe  death  bringeth  on  their  tragicke  ends, 
as  in  this  Poem  more  at  large  doth  appeare. 

SHERE- 
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The    First    Canto. 


ME 
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The   Argvment. 
Marian's  GJwJl  her  birth  doth  tell, 

How  Sheretine  her  loud: 
And  how  requited;  how  both  grieu' d 

When  he  to  warre  remould. 


Ne  Euening  'twas  when  the  declining 

Sunne 
Wearied,   gaue   place   to    the    enfuing 

night : 
And  filuer  Phoebe  had  her  courfe  begun 
To  cheere  the  world  with  her  more  feeble  light: 
To  reft  my  felfe  vpon  a  bed  I  caft, 
Till  gentle  fleepe  feas'd  on  me  at  the  laft. 

G  4  As 
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As  foone  as  fleepe  me  wholly  had  poffeft, 
And  bid  fad  cares  a  time  for  to  depart, 
I  thought  to  me  a  louely-Maid  addreft, 
Whofe  fight  might  pierce  the  moft  obdurate  heart : 
Soft  was  her  gate,  and  heauy  was  her  cheare, 
Ghoftly,  yet  milde,  her  vifage  did  appeare. 

Her  golden  tramells  trailed  downe  her  backe, 
And  in  her  hand  a  goarie  knife  fhe  bare : 
Downe  from  her  breaft  ftreamed  a  bloody  tracke; 
A  fable  Sarfenet  was  all  that  fhe  ware, 

Thorow  which  that  blood  appear'd,  as  I  on  lawne 
Haue  feene  with  crimfon  filke  a  currant  drawne. 

Then  gently  did  fhe  by  the  hand  me  take, 
Saying,  Feare  not,  with  me  vouchfafe  to  goe, 
Euen  for  thine  onely  Saint  faire  Qcditts  fake, 
Where  thou  malt  all  my  forepart  fortunes  know: 
Then  to  a  floorie  greene  fhe  forth  me  led, 
Which  was  in  Flora's  fineft  liuery  clad. 

The  Sunn*  nor  Moone  there  neuer  fhow  their  face, 
Nor  yet  doth  horrid  darkneffe  there  appeare; 
Nor  nights,  nor  dayes,  nor  feafons  there  take  place, 
One  night,  one  day,  one  feafon  ferues  the  yeere. 
Such  light  as  when  the  early  Larke  doth  fing, 
Such  feafon  as  twixt  Summer  and  the  Spring. 

Downe 
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Downe  by  this  field  there  runnes  a  deepe  blacke  lake, 
O're  which  a  Ferry-man  doth  fteare  a  Boat 
So  fmeard  with  blood,  that  doubtfull  it  doth  make, 
Or  blacke  or  red,  with  goary  pitched  coat, 
With  twifted  long  blacke  haire,  and  blew  lips  fide, 
Lampe-burning  eies,  mare-browes,  &  noftrils  wide. 

To  him  there  flock'd  of  euery  fort  and  fafhion, 

Ouer  that  riuer  waftage  for  to  haue ; 

But  he  deuoid  of  all  loue  and  companion, 

Would  none  tranfport,  but  fuch  as  pafport  gaue : 
Here  would  fhe  faine  haue  paft,  but  backe  he  held 
Her  with  his  Pole,  and  churlifhly  repel'd. 

Then  backe  fhe  brought  me  to  that  floury  greene, 
And  fet  me  downe,  then  pittifully  faid, 
Thou  feed  how  faine  I  would  tranfported  beene; 
But  churlifh  Charon  hath  my  paflage  ftaid : 
Nor  ere  can  I  paffe  o're  this  grifly  lake, 
Vnleffe  thou  daine  pittie  on  me  to  take. 

For  ftill  I'm  ftayd  till  one  doe  write  my  ftory, 
Whofe  infant  Mufe  is  by  a  maid  infpir'd, 
To  write  her  worth,  and  to  fet  forth  her  glory, 
Who  for  her  parts  deferues  to  be  admir'd ; 
Such  is  thy  faireft  Cceliay  fuch  the  Mufe 
Which  her  rare  beautie  bred  and  did  infufe. 
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By  thy  fweet  Ccelia's  name  I  thee  coniure, 
My  ruefull  legend  that  thou  wouldft  relate, 
This  may  from  her  fome  pittie  thee  procure, 
For  as  hers  now,  fuch  once  was  my  eftate : 
I  bid  her  fay,  and  I  would  doe  my  beft 
To  pleafe  my  miftreffe,  and  procure  her  reft. 

Then  thus.  At  Vien  firft  I  drew  my  breath, 

And  at  my  birth  I  Marian  was  nam'd, 

I  at  Vienna  gaue  my  felfe  my  death, 

For  that  alone  not  worthy  to  be  blam'd ; 
My  parents  had  not  bafe,  nor  noble  blood, 
But  betwixt  both  in  a  meane  order  flood. 

At  my  wretch'd  birth  appear'd  no  ominous  ftarre, 

Which  might  my  future  mifery  diuine ; 

None  oppofite,  they  all  according  were 

To  fhew  my  rife,  but  not  my  fad  decline: 
All  did  agree  to  grace  my  infant  yeares 
With  happineffe,  but  drowne  mine  age  in  teares. 

Kind  Nature  freely  her  beft  gifts  beftow'd, 
And  all  the  Graces  ioyn'd  to  doe  me  grace : 
In  giuing  what  they  gaue,  they  nothing  ow'd, 
Which  well  to  thofe  appeard,  who  faw  my  face ; 
There  was  no  maid  who  durft  with  me  compare, 
My  beautie  and  my  vertues  were  fo  rare. 

My 
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My  Parents  plac'd  in  me  their  whole  content, 
I  was  their  ioy,  they  had  no  children  more, 
Kinne  and  acquaintance  all  of  me  did  vaunt, 
And  brag'd  to  fee  my  youth  produce  fuch  ftore 
Of  budding  bloffomes,  faireft  fruit  prefaging, 
All  which  were  nip'd  by  aduerfe  fortunes  raging. 

My  Parents  care  was  chiefly  how  to  traine 
Me  vp  in  vertue  from  my  tender  yeeres, 
They  vs'd  all  meanes,  fparing  nor  coft,  nor  paine, 
Nor  day,  nor  night  me  to  inftru<5l  forbeares, 
So  in  fhort  time  my  vertue  had  fuch  growth, 
As  age  whiles  brings,  but  is  not  feene  in  youth. 

Like  as  the  rifing  Sunne  with  weaker  light, 
Steales  from  the  bed  of  bamfull  blufhing  Morne> 
Permitting  freely  to  the  feebleft  fight 
Him  to  behold,  but  fuch  beames  him  adorne 
Mounting  our  height,  as  who  him  then  beholds, 
Is  blinded,  with  the  brightneffe  him  infolds. 

So  I  an  Infant  at  the  firft  appearance, 

With  hoped  beautie  did  but  weakely  mine ; 

But  as  in  yeeres  I  further  did  aduance, 

Perfections  Pencill  fo  did  me  refine, 

As  my  accomplifht  beautie  at  the  height 
Dazled  the  bold  beholders  daring-fight. 

About 
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A  Bout  this  time  th'Hungarian  ftate  diftreft, 
(King  John  being  dead)  by  ciuill  difcord  torne, 
Some  Ferdinand  would  in  the  ftate  inueft, 
The  Frier  for  young  Stephen  others  doth  fuborne ; 
He  with  Queene  Ifabel  calls  in  the  Turke, 
Who  feems  her  friend,  but  for  himfelf  doth  work. 

Buda  by  fieg'mg-Ferdinand  is  girt, 

By  Solyman  his  Armie's  there  defeat ; 

Who  taketh  Pejlhe,  Mujlafa  doth  hurt, 

On  Malliat  warres :  The  Tranjiluanian  ftate 
Sweares  homage  vnto  Stephen ;  Malliat  betrayd 
To  StamboVs  fent,  where  till  he  dyed  he  ftayd. 

Solyman  hauing  Ferdinand  o'rethrowne, 

To  Buda  comes;  depriues  the  woefull  Queene 

Of  Hungary,  feazing  it  as  his  owne : 

Sends  her  diftreffed  with  her  Infant  Stephen 

To  Tranfilnania  with  the  craftie  Friar 

Her  coadiutor,  for  to  gouerne  there. 

You  eafily  >may  gueffe  her  heart  was  forry, 
Being  depriu'd  of  what  fhe  held  moft  deare: 
Rob'd  of  her  ftate,  degraded  of  her  glory 
By  th'iniuft  Lord  fhee  cald  to  free  her  feare: 
Buda  beares  witneffe  of  her  fad  complaint, 
Which  mine  owne  woe  permits  me  not  to  paint. 

To 
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To  Tranfiluania  come,  no  forrow  ceafeth, 
Th'ambitious  Bifhop  gouerns  as  him  lifteth : 
The  Oueene  he  curbs,  command  in  her  decreafeth, 
Whilfl  he  growes  greater  and  in  pride  perfifteth: 
Till  her  abufed  patience  cannot  beare 
More  the  demeanor  of  the  faucy  Frier. 

Her  Father  Sigifmond  no  comfort  fends  her, 
He  was  but  carelefle,  though  me  thus  was  croft : 
Not  one  of  his  confederates  befriends  her, 
Seeing  him  leaue  her  fhould  releeue  her  moft.    (thee, 
Ah  wretched  Queen,  what  help  can  moaning  make 
When  father,  friends,  kin,  and  allies  forfake  thee? 

Her  forrowes  now  fhe  can  no  more  fupport, 
(Yet  peremptory  George  was  greateft  griefe:) 
Since  who  fhould  loue,  had  left  her  in  fuch  fort, 
Her  difcontented  mind  hopes  fmall  releefe: 
To  Solyman  fhe  fends ;  O  woefull  wight, 
To  feeke  an  iniurer  to  doe  thee  right. 

The  Turke  commiferats  her  fad  eftate, 
George  knowing  this,  to  Sajfebejf  retires, 
Scoures  ditches,  hightens  wals  debas'd  of  late, 
Layes  in  munition  that  a  fiege  requires : 

Then  rayfeth  forces.     Ifabell  prouides         (uides. 

Force  'gainft  his  force,  which  the  whole  land  di- 

The 
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The  Turke  Chiaufs  in  Isbels  fauour  fent 
Threatens  the  Frier,  and  thofe  to  him  adhere; 
'  Which  did  no  good  but  ill,  it  from  her  rent 
Moft  part  of  thofe  that  erft  her  fautors  were: 
Such  inbred  hatred  to  the  Turke  they  bore, 
They  hate  her  caufe,  'caufe  hee  would  her  reftore. 

The  Queene  (mifdoubting  of  the  Turks  fupply) 
Seekes  an  agreement,  which  is  lightly  granted : 
For  the  Frier  knew  that  the  Turks  force  drew  nye, 
Intelligence  there  to  her  hurt  fhe  wanted : 
Agreed,  the  Frier  forceth  the  Turke  retire, 
Still  mifregards  her,  ftill  doth  high  afpire. 

She  once  againe  the  Nobles  doth  incite, 
(Difdaining  his  negle£t)  and  they  once  more 
In  a  firme  league  to  her  doe  reunite, 
The  crafty  Frier  thinkes  to  prouide  therefore : 
To  Ferdinand  he  fends,  his  aide  doth  proffer, 
Which  Ferdinand  accepts,  glad  of  that  offer. 

To  Charted  the  Fift  his  brother  he  doth  fend, 
In  fuch  affaire  to  haue  his  prefent  aid, 
Yet  knowing  no  great  fuccour  he  could  lend, 
(In  Germany  his  whole  force  being  ftaid:) 
Yet  at  the  leaft  an  expert  Captaine  braue 
For  his  Lieutenant  he  doth  preffe  to  haue. 

Charles 
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Charles  weighing  what  this  enterprife  importeth, 
lo/in  Baptift  Qajiaid,  Count  of  Piaden 
Doth  fingle  out,  and  to  this  charge  exhorteth, 
He  willingly  accepts,  but  with  few  men 
He  takes  his  leaue,  and  vnto  Vien  comes, 
Where  he  is  welcom'd  with  the  prefling-drums. 

One  of  his  traine,  (and  what  concernes  me  mod, 
With  that  (he  figh'd)  was  one  in  Vien  borne, 
Iohn  Sheretine,  his  kin  of  him  did  boaft, 
As  if  his  ftocke  he  chiefly  did  adorne. 

And  thofe  who  haue  no  int'reft  in  his  blood, 
Honor  him  more,  the  more  hee's  vnderftood. 

From  Natiue  home  he  long  time  had  remain'd, 
In  Padua  ten  yeares  at  fchoole  he  ftaid, 
And  in  that  time  he  fo  much  learning  gain'd, 
As  Vertues  firme  foundations  fure  were  laid : 
His  father  hereof  knowing,  him  commends 
To  Qajiald,  who  on  bloody  Mars  attends. 

He  willingly  his  fathers  heft  obeyes, 
And  in  fhort  time  made  to  the  world  appeare 
That  learning  ne're  the  haughty  fpirit  allayes, 
Which  honor'd  glory  for  his  badge  doth  beare. 
And  though  that  Enuie  ftil  doth  hate  braue  deeds, 
Yet  his  worth  euen  in  Enuy  liking  breeds. 

He 
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He  with  Caftalde  to  Vien  comes  backe, 
Where  hungrie  expectation  longs  to  fee  him, 
Kin  and  acquaintance  to  the  Cafements  make, 
They  thinke  him  happieft  that  firft  can  eie  him : 
Yet  when  they  fee,  they  know  not  whom  t'affect, 
All-changing  Time  had  alter'd  his  afpect. 

To  fee  thefe  foldiers  in  the  Towne  receiued, 
The  confus'd  multitude  in  clufters  throng: 
The  better  fort,  (yet  noueltie  that  craued) 
In  fpatious  windowes  ranged  were  along; 
There  was  I  plac'd,  I  clothed  was  in  greene, 
Imbrodered  o're  with  flowres  like  Sumers  Queen. 

As  each  did  paffe,  he  did  our  cenfure  paffe, 
Whom  one  did  like,  another  did  difdaine : 
Sheretine  came,  and  none  knew  what  he  was, 
Yet  each  one's  approbation  he  did  gaine, 

Each  one  him  prais'd,  and  I  amongft  the  reft, 
Of  all  that  pafs'd  faid  he  deferued  beft. 

Nor  was  t\iis  fauour  forced  from  affection. 
It  was  defert  that  drew  this  verdict  fra  me, 
Loue  had  not  then  inflam'd  me  with  infection, 
No  obiect  had  had  hap  from  me  to  draw  me; 

Though  loue  had  found  me  fit  to  fhew  his  power, 

Yet  did  I  Hue  at  libertie  that  houre. 

Though 
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Though  mine  eies  were  the  arcenat  where  he  hid 
His  choifeft  armes,  from  whence  he  might  take  fires, 
(Which  in  continuall  lightning  from  them  Aid) 
To  kindle  in  cold  hearts  moft  hot  defires ; 
Yet  I  not  knowing  what  their  power  meant, 
My  youths  fweet  fpring,  free  from  difquiet  fpent. 

Some  noble  thought  poffefling  ftill  my  minde, 
Whilft  gold  on  Canuas  ground  my  fingers  place, 
Or  nimbly  on  a  Lute  light  notes  out  finde, 
Which  with  fweet  airs  my  charming  voice  did  grace : 
Thefe  gaue  no  leaue  to  Lone  to  let  mine  eafe, 
Which  difrefpect  did  the  Loue-god  difpleafe. 

He  languifli'd  that  the  flames  which  in  mine  eies 
Were  plac'd,  had  yet  but  darted  feeble  raies : 
Now  did  the  bruit  of  Sheretine  him  pleafe, 
Of  him  all  fpeake,  all  liften  to  his  praife; 
He  thinkes  him  only  worthy  of  thofe  fires 
Which  had  not  kindled  others  deepe  defires. 

Whilft  at  Vienna  they  for  difpatch  ftay, 
They're  vifit'd  by  their  countrie  gallantrie, 
Which  to  expreffe  affection  doth  affaie: 
They  with  requitall  quit  their  curtefie ; 
For  Sheretine  the  Fates  doe  lay  a  traine, 
My  father  wooes,  he  may  him  entertaine. 

H  He 
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He  willing  to  his  fuit  doth  condefcend, 
To  be  eie-witneffe  (to  his  houfe  reforted) 
Whether  that  Fame  me  falfly  did  commend, 
Or  if  I  were  fuch  as  I  was  reported : 

For  fhe  had  blaz'd  my  beautie  euery  where, 
Cal'd  others  faire  and  fairer,  me  moft  faire. 

The  day  did  feeme  to  breake  euen  at  the  noone, 
My  comming  fo  eclips'd  the  former  light, 
Small  ftarres  are  dim'd  fo,  by  a  rounded  Moone 
Which  from  a  cloud  comes  fuddenly  to  fight : 
My  beautie  blaz'd  fo  at  the  firft  appearing, 
He  thinkes  Report  my  worth  had  wrong'd  by  bea- 

(ring. 

What  learned  Padua  could  not  effect, 
Nor  fpacious  Germanie  where  he  had  ftaid, 
That  Vien  doth,  one  beautie  there  refpect 
Bred,  which  all  theirs  conioyn'd  in  vaine  affaid : 

His  heart  from  their  attracting  baits  left  free, 

At  Vien  he  doth  offer  vp  to  me. 

My  father  Tiis  affection  to  expreffe, 
Bids  him  kinde  welcome  as  his  dearefl  friend, 
Vowes  lafting  loue,  meane-while  Lone  doth  addreffe 
His  fureft  fhaft,  his  golden  bow  doth  bend ; 
Mine  eie  the  quiuer  whence  he  tooke  the  dart 
With  vnauoiding  ftroke,  that  hit  his  heart. 

One 
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One  might  haue  feene  mid-day  of  his  defires, 
Euen  from  the  Eaft  of  their  new  taken  birth : 
He  ftroue  to  hide  the  new  flame  of  his  fires, 
But  grounded  paffion  is  not  mafqu'd  with  mirth : 
His  mirth  to  melancholy  fighs  redoubled, 
Did  well  bewray,  his  mufing  minde  was  troubled. 

Thus  was  he  firft  enamoured,  yet  he  ftroue 
To  hide  his  paffion  j  but  we  did  perceaue 
Some  vnaccuftom'd  accident  did  moue 
Thefe  fudden  fits,  yet  we  no  caufe  would  craue : 
He  takes  his  leaue,  vnto  his  home  returnes, 
Whilft  in  his  heart,  that  new  fire  hotly  burnes. 

He  careleffe  cafts  himfelfe  vpon  his  bed, 
And  'gins  to  reafon  with  his  reflleffe  Thought: 
He  curfeth  Chance  that  firft  him  thither  led, 
He  flrait  doth  bleffe  it  'caufe  it  there  him  brought, 
He  blames  it  for  the  breeding  his  vnreft, 
Loues  it  for  fhewing  what  could  make  him  bleft. 

How  did  I  Hue  with  vnperturbed  minde, 
Faffing  the  day  with  ioy,  the  night  with  fleepe, 
(Saith  he)  where  wakrife  cares  I  now  doe  finde, 
And  new  difquiet  for  my  late  delight: 

Are  thefe  th'efFects  of  Beautie  and  of  Lone? 

Heauen  Lone  and  Beantie  fra  me  then  remoue. 

H    2  Ah 
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Ah  hatefull  tongue  recant  this  foule  amiffe, 
Loue  is  the  God  that  firft  gaue  life  a  being: 
Beauties  the  breeder  of  this  greater  bliffe, 
How  dar'ft  thou  then  profane  their  power  weying? 
Beauty  breeds  loue,  loue  beauty  doth  requite 
With  the  attradliue  lines  of  fweet  delight. 

Then  welcome  Loue,  I  now  will  entertaine  thee, 

Beauty  He  thee  with  reuerence  adore; 

But  what  if  beautious-loue  fhould  now  difdaine  me, 

Since  loue  and  beauty  I  haue  brau'd  before? 
Nay,  they  will  not  take  that  as  a  difgrace, 
I  faw  nor  knew  not  them,  till  firft  her  face. 

Her  face  where  wanton  loue  keepes  refidence, 
He  takes  no  progreffe  but  when  fhe  remoues: 
Beauty  proie6ls  from  thence  vnto  the  fence 
Such  beaming-glances,  as  their  brightneffe  proues 
Yong  Eaglets,  pardon  Loue,  for  I  had  beene 
Sooner  your  fubiecl:,  if  fhe  fooner  feene. 

Thus  paffeJ  he  the  night  withouten  (lumber, 
Longing  for  day,  nor  did  I  take  fuch  reft 
As  theretofore,  new  thoughts  gan  me  to  cumber, 
Making  me  wakrife  whil'ft  my  fleepe  decreaft. 
Nor  could  I  thinke  what  did  procure  that  change, 
'Caufe  vnaccuftom'd  I  did  hold  it  ftrange. 

Whilft 
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Whilft  fleepe  remou'd,  on  Sheretine  I  thought, 
(The  mind  muft  ftill  be  bufied)  I  his  fhape 
Did  thinke  that  Nature  curioufly  had  wrought, 
On  which  the  Graces  did  their  bleffings  heape ; 
And  Vertue  that  fhe  part  of  him  might  claime, 
Had  deck'd  with  rareft  ornaments  his  frame. 

Why  fhould  I  thinke  on  him  more  then  another 
(I  fay:)  And  ftraight  begin  my  thought  to  blame, 
I  would  forget  his  fhape,  his  Vertues  fmother, 
Place  where  he  fate,  the  time  he  went  and  came: 
Yet  ftill  the  more  I  wifh  him  out  of  mind, 
Him  liuelier  reprefented  there  I  find. 

I  fleepeleffe  fpend  the  night,  I  early  rife, 
He  reftleffe  longeth  for  to  leaue  his  bed, 
Eu'n  then  our  thoughts  began  to  fympathize; 
Abroad  he  walk'd  as  Morne  the  Eaft-heauen  clad : 
To  put  him  out  of  mind  I  did  repaire 
T'a  Garden,  yet  in  thought  I  found  him  there. 

Ere  noone  he  came  (acquaintance  loth  to  lofe) 

To  vifit  and  giue  thankes;  I  ioy'd  to  fee  him, 

As  he  to  be  with  me  of  all  did  choofe; 

So  I  was  well  contented  to  be  nye  him : 
Thus  did  the  Dejlinies  draw  on  our  fate, 
I  knew  not  Loue,  fear'd  not  his  hidden  bait. 

H  3  After 
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After  we  often  walk'd  into  the  fields, 
Pafling  the  time  with  fport  and  harmleffe  mirth, 
Where  nought  did  want,  that  faireft  Flora  yeelds, 
Or  Tellus  from  her  treafure  bringeth  forth : 
But  difcontented  mindes  feld  finde  releefe 
By  outward  fhew  for  inward  hidden  greefe. 

For  in  his  countenance  we  might  behold 

Some  hidden  grief,  though  gilded  o're  with  gladnes, 

Sudden  abortiue  fighes  vnto  vs  told ; 

His  penfiue  minde  was  feiz'd  with  inward  fadneffe; 
Ignorant  of  the  caufe,  I  thought  to  pleafe  him, 
The  more  I  cherifh'd,  more  I  did  difeafe  him. 

Slieretines  loue  ftill  more  and  more  increaft, 
The  more  he  did  my  company  frequent: 
His  beating  breft  bewraid  his  hearts  vnreft, 
Yet  could  not  (though  he  ftroue)  my  fight  abfent. 
So  doth  Farfalla  dallie  with  the  flame, 
Till  his  wings  feard,  he  finkes  downe  in  the  fame. 

Oft  would  he  ftriue  to  looke  another  way, 
And  ftill  endeuour'd,  me  for  to  neglecl: : 
Yet  did  his  eie  more  ftedfaft  on  me  flay, 
Endeu'ring  to  diflike  bred  more  refpe6l. 

Now  look'd  he  pale,  now  red,  cold,  ftraight  in  fire, 
Merrie,  foone  fad ;  Jtow  changing  is  defire! 

Yet 
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Yet  his  defire  he  ftroue  to  couer  ftill, 
And  each  way  to  conceale  his  paffion  tride, 
But  loue  refilled,  like  a  clofe  pent  kill 
Moll  hotly  burnes,  when  leafl  the  flame's  efpide, 
He  thought  it  would  haue  kild  it  to  conceale  it, 
The  falue  hurt  moil,  which   moil  he  thought 

(fhould  heale  it. 

Within  fhort  time  his  hid  fire  out  doth  blaze, 
His  ftrength  no  longer  able  to  fuppreffe  it : 
He  wooes  Occajion,  then  blames  her  fhe  flaies 
To  fit  him  Time  when  he  might  well  expreffe  it : 
Time  foone  befriends,  we  to  a  garden  walke, 
Vnfeene,  vnheard,  where  we  might  freely  talke. 

How  comes  it  fir,  taking  him  by  the  hand, 
Then  faid  I,  that  griefe  taketh  on  you  feifure: 
(Without  prefumption  if  I  might  demand,) 
Where  nothing  is  intended  but  your  pleafure : 
For  in  your  vifage  Cares  Idea's  plac'd, 
Which  hath  your  late-ioy-femblance  clean  defac'd. 

Loue-worthieil  Maiden,  blameleffe  if  I  durft 
(Saith  he)  lay  ope  my  heart  and  thought  reueale, 
I  would  tell  how  my  fobbing-fighs  were  firft 
Conceiu'd,  tooke  birth,  and  why  they  ftill  doe  dwell. 
Then  finding  me  willing  to  heare  inclinde, 
He  thus  begins  to  tell  his  troubled  minde. 

H   4  Faire 
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Faire  (if  that  faire  be  not  too  bafe  a  name 
For  thee  fweet  deitie  of  my  affection,) 
Before  this  boldneffe  receiue  check,  or  blame, 
(My  tongue  is  free  from  flatterie's  infection:) 
Vouchfafe  to  heare,  (and  heare  without  offence) 
My  rude,  yet  loue-inforced  eloquence. 

Loue  now  the  fole  commander  o're  my  foule, 
Elfe-where  that  could  not  by  his  craft  or  might 
Captiue  my  thought,  or  liberty  controule, 
Hath  brought  me  here  (vfing  that  cunning  flight) 
To  fee  thy  face,  which  in  an  houre  hath  gain'd 
Loue  conqueft  o're  him,  who  erft  loue  difdain'd. 

'Gainft  his  affaults,  hitherto  as  defence, 
A  conftant  refolution  I  prepar'd : 
His  beau  tie-batteries  poorely  beat  my  fenfe, 
Beautie's-negle6l  'bout  me  kept  watch  and  ward. 
Nere  could  loue  gaine,  till  thy  commanding-look 
Surpris'd  my  fort  and  guard,  me  captiue  tooke. 

I  am  thy  prifoner,  but  no  freedome  feeke, 

In  this  captiuitie  I  ioy  to  bide, 

Only  I  craue  my  hearts  keeper  be  meeke ; 

Deare,  let  not  this  defire  be  me  deni'de: 
For  it's  my  ioy,  fince  Loue  doth  conquer  all, 
That  I  had  hap  to  be  thy  beauties  thrall. 

And 
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And  thy  fweet  lookc  (if  I  doe  right  diuine) 
Doth  promife,  thou  wilt  not  fo  cruell  proue, 
Nor  pittileffe  to  make  thy  captiue  pine 
By  bafe  difdaine,  and  fo  requite  his  loue, 
Which  is  not  touched  with  leaft  part  of  folly, 
My  aime  is  honeft,  my  pretenfion's  holy. 

Then  deare,  (but  dearer  far  if  thou  wer't  mine,) 
Let  pittie  (the  companion  of  fweet  beautie,) 
Moue  thee  to  loue  him,  whom  loue  hath  made  thine: 
Loue  to  requite  with  loue  is  but  loue's  dutie. 
Grant  loue ;  if  not,  fay  thou  fcorn'ft  my  defires, 
That  death  may  quickly  quench  my  louing  fires. 

As  doth  a  prifoner  at  the  barre  expect 
With  pittie-mouing-looke  the  doubtfull  doome, 
And  by  the  Iudges  more  feuere  afpe£t, 
Doth  rather  feare  then  hope  what  is  to  come : 

So  Sheretine  torne  betwixt  hope  and  feare, 

His  ioy  or  forrow  fo  awaits  to  heare. 

A  purple  blufh  with  natiue  tincture,  di'de 
My  cheeke's  late  lilly  in  a  deepeft  red, 
Whil'ft  I  (abafhed)  to  his  fpeech  repli'de, 
Whofe  fainting  eies  ftill  on  my  face  doe  feed : 
I  was  amaz'd,  I  mufed  what  to  fay, 
Loue  feekes  confent,  modefty  bids  denie. 

At 
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At  laft  braue  fir  (faid  I)  I  am  not  train'd 
So  in  loues  fchoole  as  make  a  quaint  replie, 
Nor  thinke  I  Louers  can  be  fo  much  pain'd 
As  they  make  fhew,  but  thereby  only  trie 
Their  wit  on  womans  weakneffe,  to  infnare 
That  harmleffe  fex  before  it  be  aware. 

Or  if  they  be,  it's  by  fome  rarer  beautie, 
My  poore  perfection  cannot  pamon  moue, 
Your  courage  mould  propofe  elfewhere  that  dutie ; 
Vaine-glore  cannot  fo  puffe  me  with  felfe-loue 
As  to  beleeue  mine  fuch ;  the  lookes  I  fcatter 
Are  feeble,  ne're  inflame,  nor  fuch  He  flatter. 

My  fpeech  (faith  he)  of  flatterie  commeth  not, 

Loue  brings  it  from  the  oracle  of  truth : 

I  cannot  flatter  I,  nor  faine  God  wot, 

Nor  doth  it  need  where  beautie  hath  fuch  growth : 
With  cunning  I  would  not  companion  moue, 
Nor  trie  my  wit  with  an  imagin'd-loue. 

My  protections  whence  they  doe  proceed, 
Will  foone  be  feene  by  fighing  out  my  breath, 
Vnleffe  my  martyrdome  thy  mercy  meed, 
Thou'lt  know  thy  beauti's  force  by  timeleffe-death : 

Then  fhall  you  fee  character'd  on  my  heart 

True  holy  loue,  not  flatterie  nor  art. 

I 
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I  muft  not  enter  in  intelligence 

Of  fuch  loue  paflion  (gentle  fir)  I  faid, 

If  I  haue  anfwer'd  (prompt  with  innocence) 

Seeke  not  the  rather  to  intrap  a  maid. 
Th'acceffe  which  my  fimplicitie  doth  giue, 
Hence  I  will  barre,  vnleffe  fuch  fuit  you  leaue. 

My  fathers  comming  hindered  his  replie, 
With  him  the  res'due  of  the  day  he  fpent, 
Then  to  his  chamber  went,  there  downe  did  lie, 
Bathing  his  bed  with  teares  of  difcontent ; 
Accompani'd  with  euery  kinde  of  care 
He  tumbling  lay,  Hope  yeelding  to  Defpaire. 

My  minde  no  leffe  then  his  was  fore  perplex'd, 
It  grieu'd  me  that  I  granted  not  his  fuit: 
It  vex'd  my  heart  to  know  that  he  was  vex'd, 
I  reafon'd,  and  my  reafon  did  confute. 

Should  I  haue  yeelded?  no,  who  foone  are  won, 
Are  foone  difdain'd,  then  I  had  beene  vndone. 

Yet  who  doth  loue,  and  can  torment  her  louer: 

Yeeld  then,  vnas'kd  ?  may  be  he'le  fue  no  more. 

Alas,  how  fhall  I  then  my  loue  difcouer? 

O !  would  to  God  I  granted  had  before. 
His  loue's  extreme;  if  it  kill,  or  take  flight, 
Or  turne  to  hate,  then  all  my  ioyes  goodnight. 

May 
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May  be  it  was  not  ferious  that  he  faid, 

O !  I  am  loft  if  that  he  only  tri'd  me ; 

Then  my  owne  felfe  I  ferioufly  furuai'd, 

And  faw  that  louing  Nature  nought  deni'd  me: 
Yet  pris'd  I  not  my  parts,  'caufe  they  were  rare, 
But  'caufe  they  could  my  Sheretine  infnare. 

Yet  being  doubtfull  of  his  backe  returning, 
I  call  my  felfe  too  cruell,  too  vnkinde: 
And  he  that  could  not  hinder  inward  mourning, 
Abfents  not  long,  returnes  to  know  my  minde. 
He  vowes,  protefts,  thereto  addes  fighes  &  teares, 
Which  fweeter  then  fweet'ft  mufick  piere'd  mine 

(eares. 

I  was  well  pleafed  that  he  came  againe, 

(But  better  farre  his  loue  was  not  decai'd) 

I  thought  it  folly  longer  to  detaine 

With  doubtfull-//"^,  left  Loue  mould  die  denai'd : 
I  (feeming  loth)  granted  all  that  he  crau'd, 
Mine  honour  and  my  reputation  fau'd. 

Thofe  who*  haue  felt  the  fits  of  feruent  Loue, 
Which  hath  the  ftrength  decai'd,  and  vigor  wafted 
With  ftrongeft  Pajfion,  and  in  end  did  moue 
Their  Saint  to  pittie,  and  fome  comfort  tafted : 
Such  and  none  elfe,  can  tell  if  he  were  glad, 
When  of  my  loue,  this  ouerture  I  made. 

My 
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My  hands  he  kiffes,  doth  not  fpeake  a  word, 
{Ioy  chaining  faft  the  paffage  of  his  fpeech) 
His  gefture  did  more  eloquence  afford 
By  mouing  fignes,  then  Rethoricke  can  teach : 
Therewith  o'recome,  I  open  laid  my  heart, 
And  all  my  louing-fecrets  did  impart. 

I  told  him  that  I  did  no  leffe  affect 
His  vertuous  parts,  then  he  admired  mine, 
How  I  delai'd  not  'caufe  I  did  neglect, 
Or  ioy'd  to  fee  him  for  my  fake  to  pine: 
But  only  loues  continuance  did  doubt, 
Thefooneft  kindled  fire  goes  foonejl  out. 

No  more  we  then  on  ceremonie  ftand, 
Each  vnto  other  firmely  plighteth  troth, 
In  figne  whereof  I  tooke  his,  gaue  my  hand, 
Cal'd  God  to  witneffe  with  religious  oath : 
He  vnto  me  vow'd  a  ne're-bating-loue, 
I  vow'd  my  fancie  nere  mould  other  proue. 

Our  next  care  was,  to  gaine  our  friends  confent, 
Who  heard  no  fooner  we  did  other  like, 
But  they  did  yeeld,  and  are  fo  well  content, 
They  ioy  and  thanke  the  heauens,  that  fo  did  ftrike 
Our  hearts  with  equall  heat,  they  hop'd  to  fee 
Honour  and  ioy  of  our  wifh'd-progenie. 

We 
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We  fometimes  after  walk'd  to  take  the  aire, 
Sometimes  to  fee  them  hunt  the  fearfull  Roe: 
Sometimes  we  to  the  Temple  did  repaire : 
Sometimes  to  the  Theatre  we  would  goe. 
Thus  did  we  banquet  ftill  with  frefh  varietie, 
Yet  ne're  did  cloy  or  furfet  with  fatietie. 

Me  thinkes  the  fweet  remembrance  yet  me  glads, 
How  in  my  fathers  flore-perfumed-garth, 
Where  leauie  tops  chequer'd  out  motly  fhades, 
And  Flora's  minions  diaperd  the  earth: 

How  we  haue  walk'd  difcourfing  of  our  loue, 
With  kindeft  appellations  Deare  and  Done. 

An  Arbor  there  fenc'd  from  the  foutherne  Sun 
With  honyfuckle,  thorne,  and  fmelling  brier, 
Which  intermix'd  through  others  quaintly  run, 
Oft  hath  had  hap  our  louing  layes  to  heare : 
There  hath  he  laid  his  head  downe  in  my  lap 
To  heare  me  fing,  faining  to  fteale  a  nap. 

There  fitting  once,  I  told  him  how  I  dream'd 
(And  wifh'd  my  dreame  were  true)  he  log'd  to  know 
And  then  moft  eager  for  to  heare  it,  feem'd;        (it: 
Yet  fhamefaftneffe  would  neuer  let  me  fhow  it 

Before  our  plighted-faith ;  then  I  it  read, 

It  was  how  I  was  firft  inamoured. 

There 
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There  haue  we  talk'd,  chafte  kiffes  interrupping 
Our  kinde  difcourfe,  which  euery  word  did  point: 
I  from  his  lips,  he  from  mine  Ne6lar  flipping 
Mix'd  teares  of  Pittie  oft  our  cheeks  annoint: 
There  haue  we  fpent  long  time  in  fuch  like  fport, 
And  that  long  time,  we  ftill  thought  very  fhort. 

Such  happineffe  we  had,  we  none  envi'de, 
We  counted  Keafars  catifes  match'd  with  vs: 
But  permanent-felicitie's  denide 
To  mortalls  here,  none  can  inioy  that  bliffe, 
Our  ioy  foone  turnes  to  forrow,  we  muft  part, 
Which  with  griefes  fharpeft  prickles  pierc'd  each 

(heart. 
Now  Ferdinand  had  euery  thing  prepar'd 
Was  neceffarie  the  war  to  maintaine : 
Cajialde  who  for  conduct  thereof  car'd, 
Was  readie,  and  gaue  warning  to  his  traine 
To  be  in  readineffe  him  to  attend 
To  Hungarie  to  make  their  valour  kend. 

Young  Sheretine  prepareth  for  to  goe, 
Though  all  his  friends  perfwade  him  ftay  behinde, 
Yet  he  will  forward,  though  euen  I  fay  no: 
Sweet  (faith  he)  Lone  doth  not  debafe  the  minde. 

What  mail  I  now  obfcure  my  former  worth  ? 

No,  no,  thy  loue  doth  no  fuch  fruit  bring  forth. 

Weepe 
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Weepe  not  (for  then  the  teares  flood  in  mine  eye) 
Life  of  my  Life,  for  fo  my  forrowe's  doubled, 
Although  thereby  fignes  of  thy  loue  I  fee 
Which  it  affureth,  yet  therewith  I'me  troubled: 
If  thou  wouldft  haue  me  to  inioy  content, 
Leaue  deareft  Lone  with  forrow  to  lament. 

The  hapleffe-day  being  come  that  muft  vs  funder, 
All  fuch  perfwafions  he  powr'd  out  in  vaine, 
That  my  heart  broke  not  then  it  was  a  wonder, 
Swift  fcalding  teares  out  o're  my  cheekes  did  raine, 

What  wilt  thou  go  ?  &  meanft thou  thus  to  leaue  me? 

(Said  I)  And  wilt  thou  of  all  bliffe  bereaue  me? 

Thou  faydft  thou  wouldft  my  Prifoner  abide, 
Is  this  thy  craft  thy  Keeper  to  betray? 
What  wilt  thou  cruell  now  my  foule  diuide? 
I  know  thou  wouldft  not  kill  me,  Deare  then  ftay; 

Ah  wilt  thou  goe?  and  muft  I  flay  behind? 

O!  Is  this  Loue}  Is  this  it  to  be  kind? 

No  more  <Jould  Paffion  fuffer  me  produce, 

To  whom  my  grieuing  Sheretine  reply'd, 

Each  eye  a  teare-euacuating-Sluce; 

My  Heart,  my  All,  my  Star  that  doth  me  guide, 
Leaue  now  to  grieue,  my  chiefeft  care  fhall  be 
Soone  to  returne,  then  flill  to  flay  with  thee. 

Nor 
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Nor  meane  I  now  to  leaue  thee  altogether, 
(With  its  Affection)  I  leaue  thee  my  Heart, 
Let  Dejliny  or  Fortune  draw  me  whither 
They  will,  yet  from  thee  that  fhall  neuer  part : 
In  nought  I'le  ioy  depriued  of  thy  fight, 
Except  the  minding  of  thee  breed  delight. 

Deare,  let  the  hope  of  a  foone  ioyfull  meeting, 
Better  to  beare  this  feparation  moue  Thee, 
Thinke  of  the  Ioyes  that  will  be  at  our  meeting, 
The  Fates  do  force  my  abfence  but  to  proue  Thee : 
Hence  from  my  thought  all  elfe  fhall  be  debar'd : 
(I  faid)  My  conjlancy  may  chance  be  heard. 

PaJJlon  no  more  permits,  we  did  imbrace 
Each  other  wringing  in  our  winding  armes, 
With  mixed  teares  bedeawing  others  face, 
One's  heart  the  other's  rouz'd  with  loue-alarmes, 
O !  none  but  fuch  as  haue  felt  like  diftrefle, 
Can  thinke  how  forrowfull  this  feuering  was. 

I  thinke  Vlyjfes  (faining  to  be  mad, 

Loth  to  depart  from  lou'd  Penelope) 

No  fuch  diftrac~ling  fits  (through  fancy)  had, 

As  had  my  Sheretine  going  away; 
Vlyjfes  had  reaped  the  longed  crop, 
Sheretine  in  the  blade  had  blooming-hope. 

I  Thus 
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Thus  did  we  part,  he  with  Qajialde  goes ; 
Yet  while  in  fight  he  ftill  did  looke  behinde  him, 
I  ftay'd,  fteeping  mine  eyes  in  feas  of  woes : 
Oft  vnawares  I  look'd  about  to  finde  him : 

Imagination  did  delude  my  fenfe, 

I  thought  I  faw  him,  who  was  farre  from  thence. 


SHERE 
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and 

MARIANA. 

The   Second   Canto. 


HD| 


The   Argvment. 
Tvrian  Mariana  loues, 

Shee  s  forced  by  her  Friends 
To  marrie  him:  This  lucklejje  match 

With  blood  andforrow  ends. 


F  all  the  Pajftons  which  perturbe  the 

minde, 
Lone  is  the  ftrongeft,  and   molefts   it 

mod; 
Louc  neuer  leaues  it  as  it  doth  it  finde ; 
By  it  fome  goodneffe  is  or  got,  or  loft: 
None  yet  ere  lou'd,  and  liu'd  in  like  eftate, 
But  did  to  Vertue  adde,  or  from  it  bate. 

I  2  Some- 
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Sometimes  it  makes  a  wifeman  weakely  dote, 
And  makes  the  warieft  fometimes  to  be  wilde, 
Sometimes  it  makes  a  wifeman  of  a  fot, 
Sometimes  it  makes  a  fauage  to  be  milde: 
It  maketh  Mirth  to  turne  to  fullen- Sadneffe, 
And  fetled  braines  it  often  cracks  with  Madneffe. 

By  curfed  All-fufpecling-IealouJie, 
Faint-doubtfull-Hope,  and  euer-Jhaking-Feare, 
(Whom  Pale-facd-Care  ftill  keepeth  company) 
It  is  attended :  Thefe  companions  are 
No  minutes  reft  who  let  the  louer  find, 
But  with  their  feuerall  thoughts  doe  racke  his 

(mind. 

So  was't  with  me :  I  euery  thing  did  feare 

That  might  vnto  my  Sheretine  befall ; 

Sometimes  I  thought  I  clattring-Armes  did  heare, 

Sometimes  for  helpe  I  thought  I  heard  him  call : 
Sometimes  I  fear'd  New-beautie  him  allur'd, 
Sometimes  my  Hope  his  Honejiy  affur'd. 

Now  (abfent)  I  did  loue  him  more  intearely, 

It  taught  me  deprivation  was  a  hell, 

The  parting  pangs  did  touch  my  heart  but  nearely ; 

But  now  in  Centre  of  the  fame  they  dwell : 
I  oftentimes  lou'd  to  confult  with  Hope, 
And  of  his  fwift-returne  propos'd  the  fcope. 

But 
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But  now  the  Fates  with  Fortune  doe  confpire, 
To  croffe  the  kinde  intendements  of  Loue\ 
And  with  fait  teares  to  quench  his  kindled  fire, 
Not  fatisfied  with  my  deare  Friends  remoue : 
My  Ioyes  are  in  the  waine,  daily  grow  leffe, 
My  Sorrows  waxing,  daily  doe  increafe. 

To  Vien  backe  comes  Maximilian, 
(King  of  Bohemia)  Ferdinand  his  fonne, 
With  Mary  daughter  vnto  Charles  of  Spaine, 
In  honour  whereof  diuers  fports  are  done; 
Tilting  and  Turnay,  Feafts  to  entertaine 
(With  pompe)  the  comming-ftranger  they  ordain. 

'Mongft  others  who  to  Vien  then  reforted, 
Nicholas  Turian  (a  braue  youth)  was  one; 
Moft  of  his  friends  him  from  the  feaft  dehorted, 
Yet  he  from  it  will  be  detain'd  by  none : 

Such  warnings  oft  the  Vnknowne-Fate  forerunne, 
Yet  mifconceiu'd,  by  thofe  muft  be  vndone. 

His  ftraying-eyes  which  wandred  euery  way, 
(Mongft  the  rare  beauties  that  affembly  bred) 
Seeking  fit  fubie£l  their  rouing  to  ftay, 
At  laft  vnto  my  firing-lookes  were  led ; 

Which  with  one  glance  (that  Cupid  fra.  them  preft) 
Dazel'd  his  fight,  and  did  his  eyes  arreft. 

I    3  He 
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He  thinkes  he  ne're  fuch  Faireneffe  faw  beforne, 
It  did  eclipfe  the  beautie  that  was  by, 
As  doth  the  frefh-forth-ftreaming  ruddie  Morne 
Put  out  the  leffer-lights  of  Nighted-skie, 
He  thinkes  there  is  not  any  of  fuch  prize, 
If  inward  worth  doe  outward  equalize. 

He  longs  to  know,  and  preffeth  to  be  neere, 
The  neerer  he  his  courage  did  abafe : 
Approch'd  he  fpeaks  not,  feems  to  quake  for  Feare, 
He  fhames  fo  to  be  danted  in  that  place: 

Shame  him  incourag'd,  prick'd  him  on  to  proue, 
The  more  my  minde  was  knowne,  it  more  did 

(moue. 
I  thought  not  Lady  (faid  he)  if  in  one 
The  rareft  Beauties  of  the  world  had  beene 
By  Nature  plac'd,  that  that  one  could  haue  fhowne 
So  great  Perfection  as  in  you  is  feene : 

Whofe  luftre  doth  exceed  each  beautie  elfe, 
As  liuely  Diamond  dull  glaffe  excels. 

The  Beauti-f  which  you  fpeake  of  (I  replie) 

Is  pale,  but  by  reflex  is  fairer  made: 

If  it  receiu'd  not  light  by  thofe  are  by, 

It  mould  be  vailed  with  an  obfcure  made. 

Some  time  thus  fpent  in  talke  he  doth  depart, 
Leauing  his  freedome  with  a  fettered  heart. 

Then 
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Then  home  he  goes  with  new-bred-thoughts  tur- 
The  late-fweet-quiet  of  his  beating  brains:  (moiling 
His  heauing  heart  with  bitter  anguifh  boiling, 
He  Loue  with  his  effects  now  entertaines : 
He's  penfiue,  mufing,  company  abfents, 
With  frequent  fighes  his  fmoldred-fire  forth  vents. 

One  of  my  fathers  kindred  very  neere, 
(In  whom  much  truft  my  parents  did  repofe.) 
True  friendfhip  did  to  Turian  indeare, 
Secrets  were  common,  he  by  grieuing  fhoes 

Perceiues  his  friends  diftreffe,  demands  the  caufe : 
Turian  tels  all  compeld  by  Friendfhip 's  lawes. 

My  kinfman  told  him  who,  and  how  I  was 
To  Sheretine  by  folemne  oath  contracted. 
No  fooner  Turian  heard  but  cries  alas, 
(By  louing  frenezie  well-nie  diffracted:) 
Now  fee  I  (faid  he)  that  the  Fates  pretend 
To  bring  my  wretched  life  to  wofull  end. 

My  coufen  was  aftonifh'd  that  to  heare, 
Knowing  how  hard  the  enterprife  would  be 
To  vndoe  what  was  done,  wils  him  forbeare, 
Inftantly  vrges  it  letting  him  fee 

The  flopping  lets,  which  would  his  loue  difturbe, 
Therefore  whiles  young,  he  wiflies  it  to  curbe. 

I  4  But 
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But  he  (whom  no  diffwafiue-argument 
From  that  refolue  had  force  for  to  withdraw) 
Vnwilling  heares,  to  goe  on  ftill  is  bent, 
Though  likelihood  of  no  good  end  he  faw. 
In  things  difficult  (Taith  he)  worth  is  fhowne, 
By  light  atchiuements  courage  is  not  knowne. 

His  friend  (whofe  oratorie  was  in  vaine) 
Doth  condefcend  to  aid  him  to  his  power: 
He  vowes  to  lofe  his  life,  or  to  obtaine 
Helpe  for  the  ill  that  did  his  friend  deuoure:  (ding, 
Hence  my  mifhap,  hence  had  my  griefe  firft  bree- 
Hence  my  fucceffiue-forrowes  ftill  had  feeding. 

No  more  I  afterward  in  publike  goe, 
(Loth  to  bewray  my  Beautie  to  his  eies:) 
I  fhun  all  that  might  trouble  or  o'rethroe 
The  order  I  propos'd  to  eternize 

My  conftant-loue,  vnto  the  Loue  that  hath 
My  Handy  my  Heart,  Affeclion  and  my  Faith. 

He  cannofi  brooke  delay,  fpurres  on  his  friend 
To  know  the  iffue,  Danger's  in  deferring: 
Though  it  proue  bad,  yet  beft  to  know  the  end, 
Protraclion  is  the  worjl  of  all  loue-erring: 
To  know  the  worfl  of  ill  is  fome  releefe, 
Faint  Hope,  andfeuerifh  feare  are  food  for  griefe. 

The 


132 


and  Mariana.        119 


The  agent  (that  his  caufe  had  vndertaken) 
Doth  firft  addreffe  himfelfe  vnto  my  mother: 
He  thinkes  if  that  weake  fortereffe  were  fhaken, 
He  with  affurance  may  affaile  another: 
With  doubtfull  fpeeches  he  doth  trie  her  minde, 
Meaning  to  profecute,  as  fhe's  incli'nde. 

He  him  commends,  with  beft  praife  tongue  affords, 
(Yet  in  no  commendation  did  belie  him) 
He  had  Youth,  beautie,  vertue,  winning-words, 
Behauiour  from  Detracling-hate  to  free  him : 
So  well  he  mou'd,  my  mother  was  content, 
Turian  (if't  pleas'd  him)  mould  her  houfe  frequet. 

He  feekes  no  more,  goes,  tels  his  friend,  who's  glad, 
So  foone  he  looked  not  for  free  accefle : 
No  more  he  can  forbeare ;  he  came,  did  made 
His  deepe  Defire,  his  PaJJion  did  fuppreffe: 
Acquainted,  he  comes  more  then  Complement 
Requir'd,  but  Cunning-loue  did  caufe  inuent. 

He  in  my  fathers  good  Opinion  growes, 
My  mother  'gins  him  well  for  to  affect: 
As  time  permits  his  friend  his  worth  out  throwes, 
With  poifon'd-words,  he  doth  their  eares  infecT: : 
Himfelfe  to  me  imparteth  ftill  his  loue, 
And  languifheth  'caufe  it  did  nothing  moue. 

In 


133 


—L 

1 20        Sheretine, 


In  his  pale  cheeke  the  Lillie  lofeth  white, 

The  red,  the  rofie-liuerie  off  did  caft: 

His  Fauour  lately  that  did  fo  delight, 

With  ardour  of  his  hot  defire  did  wafte, 
In  inapparant-flre  he  now  confumes, 
His  Beautie  fades,  as  forward-froft-nip'd  blooms. 

I  grieue  becaufe  I  cannot  helpe  his  grieuing, 
His  paine  relenting-Pittie  in  me  bred : 
I  doe  accompt  him  worthy  of  relieuing, 
That  he  deferu'd  to  fpeed  if  none  had  fped. 
I  blame  my  Beautie  'caufe  it  breeds  his  woe : 
I  cherifh  it  'caufe  Sheretine  would  fo. 

His  friend  (perceiuing  what  fuch  fignes  portend) 
Knowes  if  he  falue  not  fuddenly  his  fore, 
Protraclion  with  a  perfect  cure  muft  end 
His  woes  in  death:  he  doth  prouide  therefore. 
My  mother  now  he  plainly  doth  affaile, 
And  by  preferment  thinkes  for  to  preuaile. 

Women  by  Nature  are  ambitious, 
With  Turian's  titles  tickles  firft  her  eare : 
She  of  her  daughters  ftate  folicitous, 
That  Honour  is  her  aime,  doth  gladly  heare. 

He  tells  to  her  his  riches  and  his  land,        (Hand. 

And  then  for  Wealth  fhe  more  then  Worth  doth 

Ah 
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Ah  that  bafe  earth,  and  bafer  excrement 
(Placed  by  Nature  vnderfoot, )  Jliould  moue 
The  minde  of  greedy  age  with  more  content 
Then  Lone,  the  life  of  things  that 's  from  abone! 
Wealth  for  their  Summum  bonum  oft  is  taken, 
Louing  it  moft  when  it  muft  be  forfaken. 

My  ferpent-feduc'd-mother  Eua-Yike, 
Tempts  and  intraps  my  pelfe-affe£ting  fire : 
Iudge  ye  what  penfiue  pangs  my  foule  did  ftrike, 
Seeing  Parents,  Friends,  and  Furious  loue  confpire 
To  worke  my  ruine,  and  their  power  bend 
To  proftitute  my  Faith,  and  wrong  my  friend. 

My  Father  with  authoritie  commands, 
My  Mother  with  inticing  blandifhment 
Allures,  for  Turian  my  kinfman  ftands, 
With  kinde  perfwafions,  Turian  doth  vent 
With  fobs  and  fighes  his  too  apparant  loue, 
All  ioyne  my  faith  and  fancie  to  remoue. 

Yet  I  refift :  my  Father  'gins  to  rage ; 

How  now  you  minion  muft  you  haue  your  will? 

Becomes  it  you  to  croffe  vs  in  our  age? 

It  is  thy  due  our  pleafure  to  fulfill : 

Is  this  the  way  for  to  requite  the  paine 
Which  for  thy  education  we  haue  tane? 

Thou 
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Thou  canft  ne're  that  repay,  thou'lt  ftill  be  debter, 
Yet  ftill  we  trauell  to  haue  thee  prefer'd : 
Wants  Turian  worth?  deferues  He  not  thy  better? 
Reforme  thy  felfe,  acknowledge  thou  haft  er'd. 
The  law  diidne  (which  you  fo  much  pretend,) 
Commands  thee  to  thy  parents  will  to  bend. 

What  though  that  Sheretine  be  gentle,  free  ? 

Yet  he  hath  left  thee  languifhing  alone : 

Turian  is  no  leffe  curteous  then  he, 

He  flyes  not  from  thee,  giues  no  caufe  of  mone. 
Had  Sheretine  but  halfe  fo  dearly  lou'd, 
He  had  not  from  thy  fight  fo  farre  remou'd. 

Nor  are  their  fortunes  equall :  neere  our  friends, 
Is  Turian1  s  ftate,  faire  lands  and  fignories : 
Sheretin's  moft  on  doubtfull  warre  depends, 
It  is  by  others  ruines  he  muft  rife: 
Who  would  fuch  Worth  with  Certaintie  forgoe, 
For  Worth  and  Likelihood,  with  faireft  fhoe? 

Then  fooltfh  laffe  leaue  off  and  condefcend, 
It  is  my  will  and  I  muft  haue  it  fo : 
My  mother  followes  on,  as  he  doth  end, 
Ah  daughter  I  befeech  thee  by  that  woe, 
By  the  fore  throbs  I  did  for  thee  indure, 
Whilft  (yet  vnborne)  thefe  fides  did  thee  immure; 

By 
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By  thefe  lanke  breafts  at  which  thou  oft  haft  hung, 
And  looked  in  mine  eies  with  childifh  toyes, 
Oft  fallen  afleepe  whilft  I  haue  to  thee  fung, 
Doe  not  now  ftriue  to  ftop  our  comming-ioyes, 
Who  now  can  be  more  tender,  wifh  thee  better, 
Then  fhe,  whom  Lone  to  fuch  kinde  worke  did  fet 

(her? 

Shalt  thou  the  only  pledge  of  ancient  Lo?ie, 
The  fweet-expecled  comfort'  of  mine  age, 
That  hoped  happinefle  fra  me  remoue, 
Which  thy  ne're-difobeying  did  prefage? 

I  know  thou  wilt  not  deare  child,  then  incline, 
Scorne  to  be  his  that  left  for  to  be  thine. 

My  kinfman  vrges,  addes  to  what  they  faid, 
Turian  extols,  detracts  my  Sheretine, 
Leffens  his  meanes,  affirmes  he  is  vnftai'd, 
Hath  wand'ring-thoughts,  if  his  Lone  had  not  beene 
Quench'd:  with  my  Beautie  if  he  ftill  had  burn'd, 
He  had  not  gone,  or  fooner  had  return'd. 

Turian  himfelfe  (with  teares)  doth  tell  his  woes, 
He  needeth  not  proteft  to  moue  beleefe : 
Pajfion  is  foone  perceiu'd,  his  outward  fhoes, 
Did  well  bewray  great  was  his  inward  griefe, 
He  doth  not  fained  (for  the  fafhion)  mourne, 
As  widowes  oft,  and  rich  heires  at  the  vrne. 

Children 
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Children  obedience  to  their  parents  owe, 
I  grant  (faid  I)  but  in  a  lawfull  thing; 
This  is  not,  you  me  freely  did  bellow, 
I  did  fubmit,  fra  Sheretine  to  wring 

Me  now  were  wrong,  in  me  a  foule  offence : 

To  difobey  here,  is  obedience. 

Parents  giue  Being,  noble  benefit, 
If  with't  Content,  if  not,  better  vnborne : 
Yet  euen  the  belt  doth  oft-times  bring  with  it 
A  Miferie  whereby  the  minde  is  torne, 
For  making  children  capable  of  woe, 
Muft  they  Free-choice  the  belt  of  befts  forgoe. 

Our  Mindes  muft  like,  none  by  Attorney  loueth, 
If  Loue  decay,  we  cannot  grieue  by  friends: 
From  Mariage,  Lone  Miferie  remoueth, 
On  Lone  all  wedlocks  happineffe  depends. 

'  Twixt  thofe  ne're  lik'd,  what  hope  is  loue  will  lajl, 
Wheritwixt  thofe  deareliefi  loitd  of t  falls  difiqfle? 

If  Turian  .than  he  is  more  noble  were, 
More  vertuous,  more  rich,  of  higher  degree: 
Sheretine  more  meane,  more  poore,  leffe  worthy  far, 
Yet  he  hath  that,  that  more  contenteth  me. 
It's  not  in  vs  to  loue  or  to  defpife, 
They  loue  by  Fate,  whofefoides  doe  fimpathife. 
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I  grant  his  Worth  is  worthy  of  refpeft, 
Teares  for  his  griefe,  my  cheeks  haue  often  ftaind : 
Yet  with  that  Loue  I  cannot  him  affe<5t, 
Wherewith  a  Husband  mould  be  entertain'd. 
'Twixt  thofe  who  wed,  if  wooing  lone  be  cold, 
The  maried-friendjhip  can  no  long  time  hold. 

Yet  doe  fuppofe  I  could  affecT:  him  dearely, 
How  might  I  with  my  Plighted- Faith  difpence? 
O  how  my  Confcience  is  touched  neerely, 
Euen  with  the  thought  of  fuch  a  foule  offence. 
How  can  that  prof  per,  or  haue  happie  end, 
Which  finne  begins,  andfiill  muft  God  offend} 

For  I  cannot  be  lawfully  his  wife, 
It's  not  the  acl  that  ties  the  mariage  knot, 
It  is  the  Will;  then  muft  I  all  my  life 
Be  ftained  with  Inchaflitie 's  foule  blot. 

O  grant  me  then  my  choice  be  either  free, 

Or  an  vnftained  Virgin  let  me  die. 

All  would  not  doe,  my  father  fo  auftere 

Commands,  and  muft  not  will  not  be  denai'd. 

My  mother  and  my  kinfman  will  not  heare ; 

Turian  ftill  vrgeth,  they  muft  be  obai'd : 
O  heauen  beare  witneffe,  fince  you  force  me  do  it, 
(Say  I)  my  heart  doth  not  confent  vnto  it. 

Thus 
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Thus'gainft  my  will  I  giue  my  felfe  away, 
They  (glad  they  gained)  euery  thing  doe  haft: 
Fearing  Diflurbance  by  the  fmalleft  Stay, 
They  thinke  them  not  fecure  till  it  be  paft. 
I  to  my  chamber  goe,  on  bed  me  threw, 
Which  my  moift  eies  doe  fuddenly  bedew. 

With  thefe  complaints  I  entertaine  the  Time: 

Ah  rauft  I  now  my  Hoped-ioyes  forgoe? 

Muft  P leaf ure  perifh  with  me  in  the  prime? 

Muffc  I  be  wedded  to  a  lafting-  Woe? 
Muft  I  my  Setled-fancie  now  remoue, 
And  leaue  a  lawfull  for  an  vniuft  Louef 

Muft  I  recall  my  Promife  freely  giuen, 
And  falfifie  my  faith  vnto  my  Friend? 
Is  not  my  Oath  now  regiftred  in  heauen? 
Is  not  my  Promife  to  it's  power  kend? 

Ah,  ah,  it  is,  and  therefore  they  decree 

To  tie  my  life  to  lafting  miferie. 

Ah  Sheretine,  if  thou  but  now  didft  know 
In  what  a  cafe  thy  Mariana  is : 
How  fhe's  furpriz'd  and  taken  by  thy  foe, 
Left  comfortleffe,  debarred  of  all  bliffe : 
Would  not  Relenting-pittie  make  thy  heart 
To  melt  with  forrow  for  thy  Sweet-hue's  fmart? 

Free 
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Free  from  their  forcing  to  thee  fhall  remaine, 
Doe  what  they  can,  my  beft,  mod  noble  part, 
Which  they  fhall  want  power  and  skill  to  gaine, 
Referu'd  for  thee  fhall  be  my  Lone,  my  Heart, 

Farwell  deare  loue,  "and  as  much  ioy  poffeffe, 

As  doth  thy  Marian  vnhappineffe. 

The  day  is  come,  we  folemnly  are  wed, 
That  part-difpleafing  I  doe  ouerpaffe : 
You  eafily  may  thinke  my  heart  was  fad, 
When  forced  thus  againft  my  will  I  was. 

Vaine  were  their  wifhes,  who  did  bid  vs  ioy; 

Sad  griefe  my  nuptial-pleafure  did  deftroy. 

Cajlalde  in  Hungaria  ariu'd ; 
Agria  in  hafte  commands  to  fortifie, 
A  towne  of  great  import,  but  yet  depriu'd 
Of  naturall  ftrength,  or  artfull  induflrie. 

There  was  his  Rende-vous,  his  men  there  met, 
For  Tranfilnania  forth  by  Tyjfthey  fet. 

They  in  battaillie  march  Tibifcus  part, 
Till  they  ariue  at  fmall,  weake  Debrezen, 
While  Qajiald  with  the  Frier  to  meet  doth  haft, 
A  Diets  held  at  Egneth  by  the  Queene. 
The  Frier  with  craft  hinders  her  enterprise, 
By  feare  or  flattery  makes  the  Lords  to  rife. 

K  The 
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The  Dyet  thus  diffolu'd,  the  Queenes  defigne 

Is  ouerthrowne,  vanifheth  to  fmoake: 

To  Albeiula  with  her  fonne  in  fine 

She  doth  withdraw ;  there  fearing  fieging  fhoake, 
And  weakneffe  of  the  place,  to  Saffebejf 
Makes  her  retrait,  which  more  ftrong  fited  was. 

Albeiula  George  befiegeth  ftrait, 
To  take  it  fairely,  or  to  throw  it  downe, 
Is  bent;  it  kept  the  Queenes  Iewels  and  plate. 
The  Gowne,  the  Mantle,  Scepter,  Shooes  &  Crowne. 
The  Cannon  vomiting  forth  fierie  balls, 
In  diuers  places  fhakes  the  mouldring  walls. 

With  brauer  courage  then  the  Priejl  expected, 
The  valiant-befieged  did  defend : 
To  Cajlald  letters  George  in  hafte  directed, 
Poft  after  poft  with  diligence  doth  fend, 

Wills  him  to  fpeed,  yet'caufe  he  faw  fmall  hafte, 
T'accord  with  Ifabel  he  thinkes  it  beft. 

Ten  thoufand  Spaniards  thither  to  his  aid 
Were  comming  (and  now  nye)  Fame  did  report: 
Whereby  the  Queene  was  troubled,  fore  afraid, 
Accords  with  George  to  render  in  fuch  fort, 
As  lhe  might  haue  her  mouables  of  worth 
From  Albeiula  fafely  brought  her  forth. 

The 
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The  Frier  at  Egtietk  with  Caftalde  meets, 

Albeiula  Dalmas  being  tane: 

With  ioyfull-femblance  one  the  other  greets, 

Yet  craft  and  Iealonjies  in  heart  retaine. 
Ferdinand's  letters  George  chiefe  guider  made, 
Whereof  th'  ambitious  BiJJwp's  very  glad. 

To  Sajfebejf  they  come  to  finde  the  Qneene, 
And  there  ariue  at  third  houre  of  the  night : 
Within  two  daies  the  Lords  they  doe  conuene, 
They  fit  in  counfell,  Cajiald  to  their  fight 

Shewes  his  Commiflion,  wills  the  Queene  reftore 
That  Prouince  as  it  was  agreed  before. 

He  many  arg'ments  to  this  end  doth  vrge, 
It  was  concluded  by  her  late  Lord  Iohn: 
The  Turke  (the  Chriftians  common  foe  and  fcourge) 
Could  not  be  danted  with  fo  weake  a  one. 
She  held  it  but  with  trouble  and  vnreft, 
At  the  Turkes  pleafure  might  be  difpoffeft. 

Not  only  Hungary  thereon  depends, 
But  the  whole  good  of  all  the  Chriftian  ftate, 
Her  Power  weake,  fhe  wanted  helpe  of  Friends, 
Vnable  his  incroching-force  to  bate: 

A  mightie  Prince  was  meeter  him  to  curbe, 
If  he  the  common  peace  durft  to  diflurbe. 

K  2  To 
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To  the  old  offers,  he  now  addeth  more, 
Th'  Infanta  loan  to  her  young  fon  Stephen 
With  Crownes  a  hundred  thoufand  to  her  dower, 
By  Ferdinand  mould  faithfully  be  giuen. 
All  like  this  well,  all  willingly  it  heare, 
And  fend  to  her  this  meffage  by  the  Frier. 

Whilft  vnrefolued,  things  thus  doubtfull  hung, 
She  with  Cajlald  hath  priuate  conference : 
Bitterly  plaineth  of  the  Prelats  wrong, 
Wherewith  her  Patience  can  no  more  difpence. 
Conftrain'd  by  need,  fhe  yeelds  to  Ferdinand, 
George  thereof  knowing,  feekes  it  to  withftand. 

He  thinkes  if  Setled-peace  were  furely  plac'd, 
And  all  the  ciuill  broiles  were  fully  ceaft : 
His  plumes  were  plucked,  he  fhould  be  difgrac'd, 
Who  now  is  moft,  fhould  be  regarded  leaft. 
Often  a  gold-affecling  Prelate  proud, 
For  priuate  ends  hinders  a  publique  good. 

The  Queene  ynto  Cajialde  him  accufeth, 

( Inconftancie  and  cunning  fhe  did  doubt:) 

To  ratifie  th'agreement  rather  chufeth, 

Cajialde  labours  how  to  bring't  about : 
There  is  a  Dyet  cal'd  at  Qolofuar, 
The  States  from  all  fides  to  it  doe  repare. 

The 
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The  day  come,  and  the  Regall  ornaments 
Produc'd,  the  Priejl  defires  the  Crowne  m  keeping: 
With  fobs  and  fighs  her  inward  forrow  vents ; 
Scorne  and  Difdaine  detaine  her  eyes  from  weeping : 
What,  Jhall  I  to  a  bafe  Frier  giae  the  Crowne, 
Whereof  I  difpoffejl  my  felfe  andfonnef 

She  faid.  Then  in  her  hand  the  Crowne  fhe  tooke, 

In  prefence  of  Caftalde  and  her  Sonne, 

And  all  the  Lords,  her  eyes  teares  cannot  brooke; 

In  pearly  torrents  o're  her  cheekes  they  run. 

The  teares  which  from  her  Sonnes  eyes  did  diftill, 
Shew'd  the  furrender  was  againfl  his  will. 

Since  froward  Fortune  (that  in  change  delights, 
Wherewith  her  fickleneffe  infects  the  world, 
Hath  vs  fubuerted  loaded  with  defpights, 
And  all  her  mifchiefes  on  our  heads  haue  hurl'd:) 

Makes  me  this  woefull  refignation  make. 

My  Mates,  thy  Father's  Kingdomes  to  forfake; 

Yet  fha\\  Jhee  not  amidft  all  thefe  annoyes 
Let  vs  but  that  in  this  weele  take  content; 
Since  we  muft  leaue  them,  that  he  them  inioyes 
Who  is  a  Chriftian ;  Here  I  them  prefent 
To  thee  Cajlald  for  Ferdinand,  tell  we 
Not  by  conftraint,  but  yeeld  them  to  thee  free. 

K  3  Now 
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Now  we  fubmit  our  felues  vnto  his  Grace, 
With  all  our  fortunes,  humbly  him  intreat 
(Since  fprung  of  princely  blood  and  royall  race) 
To  take  fome  pitie  of  our  poore  eftate : 
Let  not  his  bounty  now  denie  releefe, 
Nor  breach  of  promife  adde  vnto  our  griefe. 

And  thou  (fweet  Iohn)  my  deare  and  tender  fonne, 
Since  now  our  fortune's  not  fufficient 
That  to  repaire,  that  malice  hath  or'ethrowne 
Without  the  aide  of  others:  be  content; 
Midft  of  fuch  miferies,  I  thought  it  belt 
With  priuate  loffe  to  gaine  a  publique  reft. 

Like  to  a  Prince  (though  not  like  to  a  King) 
Yet  thou  maift  Hue  with  fome  good  certaintie, 
When  Deftinie's  difgrace  on  Kings  do  bring, 
There  they  gouerne  with  mutabilitie : 

Deare  Childe,  of  friends,  of  aid,  of  hope  forfaken, 
For  thy  repofe  this  courfe  is  vndertaken. 

Yet'mongf)  thefe  troubles  let  vs  not  defpaire, 
Nor  doubt  but  thou  art  kept  for  more  command ; 
Thinke  it  not  ftrange,  nor  be  difmaid  with  care, 
Where  thou  didft  firft  take  breath  to  leaue  that  land, 
Loue  Vertue,  Vertues  dignities  fo  great, 
Fortune  cannot  debarre  it  long  from  Jiate. 
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I  grant  there's  caufe  of  greefe,  to  giue  away 
This  Crowne  thy  fathers  temples  did  adorne, 
And  if  falfe  Fortune  had  not  put  a  flay, 
Had  now  vpon  thy  Kingly  head  beene  worne: 
But  now  with  Patience  we  muft  be  content, 
Eachjlate  doth  change,  no  kingdome's  permanent. 

Thus  fpoke  fhee  with  fuch  penetrating  words, 
(And  therewith  did  deliuer  vp  the  Crowne) 
As  they  did  pierce  the  hearts  of  all  the  Lords, 
But  chiefly  George,  in  teares  his  eies  did  drowne. 
Cajlalde  with  kinde  words  ftriues  to  appeafe 
Her  forrow,  and  to  fwage  her  fwelling  feas. 

Within  few  dales  Jhee  doth  from  thence  depart, 
With  painfull  trauell  and  in  habit  poore, 
Diffembling  not  the  anguifh  of  her  heart, 
Shee  manifefts  it  to  her  vtmoft  power; 
Towards  Caffonia  fhee  doth  take  the  way, 
Where  a  fteepe  hill  inforceth  her  to  (lay. 

The  roughneffe  hinders  her  in  Coach  to  ride, 
Shee's  faine  with  labour  on  her  foot  to  goe, 
Her  tender  Childe  and  Ladies  by  her  fide, 
The  only  now-copartners  of  her  woe, 

Whilft  they'r  on  foot,  a  fudden  ftorme  doth  rife, 
Black  pitchy  clouds  inuelloping  the  skyes. 

K  4  The 
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The  Winde  and  raine  them  boifteroufly  did  beat, 

Shee  blameth  Fortune  that  is  not  content 

To  be  her  oppofite  in  matters  great, 

But  euen  in  trifles,  thus  her  fpight  to  vent. 

She  attributes  it  to  her  Deftinie, 

That  fhe  is  fubiect  to  fuch  miferie. 

Therefore  a  little  for  to  eafe  her  minde, 

Vnder  a  tree  for  fhelter  fhe  tooke  feat : 

Sic  fata  volunt  carued  in  it's  rinde, 

Regina  Ifabella  vnder  wrait. 

Ah  wretched  Queene,  no  wonder  thou  waft  forie 
To  fall  fo  low,  from  fuch  a  height  of  glorie. 

She  to  Cajfouia  comes,  and  beares  it  out 
With  patience,  till  Fortunes  furie's  paft : 
With  Time,  her  rowling  wheele  doth  come  about, 
And  fhe  is  of  her  countrie  repoffeft. 

God  grant  her  foone  her  Jlate,  and  kingdome  loft, 
Who  with  more  courage  beares  it,  though  more  croft. 

Caftalde  hairing  what  he  would  obtain'd, 
Lord  John  Alphonfe  Cafta Id  with,  the  Crowne 
He  fends  to  Ferdinand,  my  Louer  pain'd, 
With  lingring-ftay  for  Viens  ready  bowne. 
Caftalde  (though  vnwilling)  condefcends, 
Loth  for  to  part  at  once  with  two  fuch  friends. 

In 
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In  iourneying  euery  houre  he  thinkcth  two, 
The  neerer,  he  doth  thinke  the  leagues  the  longer: 
His  loue  increafes,  and  he  knowes  not  how, 
The  neerer  to  Me,  his  Defire  is  flronger. 
Long-look'd-for-  Vien  he  beholds  at  laft, 
Spur'd  by  Defire,  he  to  it  hafleth  fail. 

Thinkes  with  himfelfe,  O  what  a  ioyfull  greeting 

Wil't  be  when  Marian  fees  her  Sheretine? 

How  fhall  we  beare  our  felues  at  this  wifh'd  meeting? 

Can  the  ioy  be  expreft  we  fhall  be  in? 
Ah  Sheretiue,  how  little  didft  thou  know, 
How  farre  from  Ioy  thou  waft,  how  neere  to  woe. 

No  fooner  Hee  in  Vien's  come,  but  heares 
The  fad  newes  of  the  thing  he  leaft  fufpecled : 
He  thinks  them  Mandrak-founds,  he  flops  his  eares, 
He  trowes  each  tongue  with  poifon  is  infecled : 
He  none  beleeues,  he  thinks  that  each  tongue  lies, 
Longing  to  fee  me,  to  my  home  he  hies. 

He  came,  in  Turians  armes  me  looked  found, 
He  could  not  truft  his  eies  (though  flill  he  gazed) 
No  doubt  his  heart  receiu'd  a  deadly  wound, 
Long  ere  he  fpoke,  he  was  fo  much  amazed. 
At  laft,  it  this  the  conjiancie  (he  faid) 
Should  be  heard  off  that  fpoke,  no  longer  flaid. 

My 
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My  heart  was  no  leffe  cut  with  Care  then  his 
Becaufe  He  ftaid  not  to  heare  my  excufe, 
I  know  he  deem'd  I  willing  did  amiffe, 
Which  did  more  forrow  in  my  foule  infufe: 
Taking  no  leaue,  He  faire  Vienna  leaues, 
Accompany'd  with  Care-'mcrea.Cmg  griefes. 

All-woe-begone,  He  wanders  here  and  there, 
Lookes  moft  for  reft  when  furtheft  from  refort, 
Submits  himfelfe  folely  to  fad  Defpaire, 
With  cheering-comfort  He  cannot  comport: 
At  laft  He  came  vnto  an  obfcure  fhade, 
Where  mirthleffe  Melancholy  manfion  had. 

Low  on  the  ground  grew  Ifope,  Wormewood,  Rew, 
The  mourning  mounting  trees  ware  Cypreffe  green, 
Whofe  twining  tops  fo  clofe  together  grew, 
They  all  feem'd  as  they  but  one  Bow  had  beene : 
Couering  a  fpacious  Tombe  where  curfed  Qare 
Her  felfe  had  fepulchriz'd  with  dire  Defpaire. 

No  wantorv  Bird  there  warbled  louing  layes, 
There  was  no  merry  Merle,  Gold-Finch,  or  Thrujli ; 
No  other  hopping  Bird  in  higher  fprayes, 
No  mourning  Nightingale  in  lower  bufh : 

The  carcaffe-crauing-ifoz^;/,  Night-Crow,  Owle, 
In  this  darke  groue  their  hatefull  notes  did  howle. 

This 
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This  fallen  feat  doth  fute  well  with  his  foule, 
There  throwes  himfelfe  downe  in  the  bitter  weeds ; 
His  heart  did  thruft  out  fighs,  his  tongue  condole, 
His  watring  eyes  with  bitter  moifture  feeds 
Thefe  haplefle  herbes,  there 'gins  he  to  lament, 
With  interrupting  fighs  his  woes  to  vent. 

Ah  curfed  Time  (and  there  a  figh  him  Maid) 
That  e're  I  faw  (that  fcarcely  he  had  fpoken 
When  that  a  grone  his  fainting  fpeech  allayd, 
With  fuch  abound  as  if  his  heart  had  broken ; 
When  fighes  and  grones  had  got  fome  little  vent, 
He  'gins  anew  his  forrowes  to  lament.) 

Ah  curfed  Time  (faid  he)  that  ere  I  faw 
The  light,  and  that  my  Nurfe  did  not  o'rely  me; 
Ah  curfed  Time  that  firft  I  breath  did  draw, 
Ah  curfed  Time,  that  did  not  Time  deny  me: 
Ah  curfed  Timel  Ah  cruell  curfed  Time, 
That  let  me  paffe  the  fpringtide  of  my  Prime. 

Was  it  for  this  I  was  fo  fung  and  dandled 

Vpon  the  knee,  and  watched  when  I  flept? 

Was  it  for  this  I  tenderly  was  handled  ? 

Was  it  for  this  I  carefully  was  kept? 
Was  it  for  this  I  was  fo  neatly  nurft, 
That  I  of  all  mould  be  the  moft  accurft? 

Did 
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Did  Fortune  fmile  in  my  young  tender  yeares, 
To  make  me  better  relifh  now  my  paine? 
Then  powr'd  I  out  no  bitter  brinie  teares, 
That  I  mould  now  haue  ftore  my  cheekes  to  ftaine  ? 
Did  Fortune  and  the  Fates  ftriue  to  content  me, 
That  they  might  now  with  forrow  more  torment 

(me? 

Did  cruell  Lone  yeeld  vnto  my  Dejire, 

To  know  his  paine  by  being  difpoffeft? 

And  did  my  Marian  with  Lone  confpire, 

Did  all  agree  to  rob  me  of  my  reft? 

Since  it  is  Marian's  will,  welcome  Defpaire, 
Farwell  all  Ioy,  welcome  Woe,  Grief e  and  Care. 

Welcome  fince  it's  her  will,  now  wifhed  Death, 
Long  may  me  Hue,  and  happie  with  her  choice: 
I  will  wifh  that  fo  long  as  I  haue  breath, 
Nay,  euen  in  death  I  will  therein  reioyce. 

Deare  (though  difloyall)  Thou  art  ftill  to  me, 
So  once  (if  thou  not  fain'dft)  I  was  to  thee. 

If  that  one'fparke  of  thy  old  loue  remaine, 
When  thou  fhalt  chance  my  timeleffe  death  to  heare ; 
Let  that  fo  much  fauour  for  me  obtaine, 
As  offer  at  my  hearfe  a  figh,  and  teare. 

And  if  fome  chance  be  by  when  them  you  fpend, 
And  aske  the  caufe,  fay  You  haue  lojl  a  friend. 

Sorrow 
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Sorrow  fuffers  no  more,  his  tongue  there  ftaies, 
Heart-killing  Care  prepares  to  flop  his  breath : 
His  flrength  and  colour  by  degrees  decaies, 
Grief e  feemes  to  grieue,  and  for  his  help  cals  Death, 
Who  much  difpleafed  fo  to  fee  him  languifh, 
Soone  with  his  fureft  cure  doth  helpe  his  anguifh. 

No  fooner  heard  I  how  my  deare  Friend  di'd, 

(Soon  it  was  known,  for  his  friends  had  fought  him :) 

And  that  his  deftinie  was  fo  difcri'd, 

That  to  his  timeles  death  my  deeds  had  broght  him : 
But  that  my  ill-diuining  hapleffe-heart 
Was  fuddenly  affaild  with  vnfeene  fmart. 

Now  Turian  I  will  no  more  come  nie, 
His  flattering  blandifhments  I  now  difdaine : 
He  is  defpis'd,  yet  greeueth  more  to  fee 
The  miftriffe  of  his  foule  thus  feaz'd  with  paine : 
He  with  my  fadneffe  fuch  a  confort  beares, 
Sighes  as  I  figh,  doth  weepe  when  I  fhed  teares. 

Sad  difcontent  fo  wholly  me  poffeft, 
I  feem'd  not  fhe  that  late  I  was  before: 
My  woe  that  was  by  fits,  is  an  vnreft 
Which  with  a  ftill  increafe  growes  euer  more. 
From  mirthfull  companie  I  now  abfent, 
And  melancholie  walkes  alone  frequent 

Thus 
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Thus  many  dayes  onely  heart-killing- Griefe 
Me  ftill  accompany'd  and  did  attend 
With  blacke  Defpaire,  which  told  me  no  reliefe 
On  earth  could  my  leaft  difcontentment  end : 
The  dayes  I  fpent  in  heauy  plaints  and  monings, 
In  night  I  tyre  the  anfwering-wals  with  gronings. 

Yet  neuer  could  I  fit,  or  walke,  or  lye, 
But  ftill  I  thought  I  faw  my  Sheretine, 
With  pale  and  meager  face  (landing  me  by, 
With  wrathfull  looke  vpbraiding  me  of  fin, 
Saying  his  foule  could  yet  obtaine  no  reft 
Amongft  the  foules  in  fweet  Elysium  bleft. 

Twixt  Feare  and  Loue  my  heauy  heart  diftra6l, 
Knew  neither  what  to  follow,  what  to  flee; 
Loue  bids  me  for  my  Sheretine  to  a<5t 
A  part  that  might  me  eafe  and  fet  him  free; 
Perfwades  me,  and  affirmes  I  fhall  remaine 
With  my  Loue  after  in  Elyzian  Plaine. 

Feare  'fore  my  face  makes  horrid  Death  appeare 
In  vgly  fhape  feazed  with  fmarting  paine, 
Making  to  tremble  as  he  draweth  neere; 
Yet  I  with  Scorne  his  Terrour  doe  difdaine : 
Loue  doth  preuaile,  I  am  refolu'd  to  flye, 
By  death  to  keepe  my  L  otter  company. 

Thus 
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Thus  mourning,  on  my  bed  my  felfe  I  threw, 
Saying,  fweet  Sheretine  behold  and  fee, 
For  thy  fweet  fake  I  bid  the  world  adew; 
And  now  deare  Loue  I  come  to  liue  with  Thee: 
Then  out  I  drew  this  blood-begored  knife, 
Therewith  to  cut  the  fatall  threed  of  life. 

Thrice  was  my  hand  heau'd  vp  to  giue  the  ftroke, 
Thrice  downe  againe  my  fearefull  hand  did  fall; 
Still  feare  diffwades,  and  loue  doth  ftill  prouoke, 
Courage  her  forces  to  my  heart  did  call ; 
Then  gaue  this  deaths  wound,  whilft  my  lateft  cry 
Was,  Sheretine,  behold  thy  Marian  dye. 

My  Mother  (with  my  lateft  fcrike  affrighted, 
Come  in  and  finding  me  in  fuch  a  guife) 
With  fudden  fright  is  laftingly  benighted ; 
Feare-forced-Zteatf//  feales  vp  her  aged  eyes  : 
My  Father  rages,  his  gray  haires  he  tore, 
Tnrian  (though  ftill)  amazed,  grieued  more. 

Puld  out  the  blade,  pans'd  the  bloud-weeping-woud, 
Findeth  it  mortall,  faw  my  foule  depart; 
A  franticke  fury  did  him  cleane  confound, 
He  ftroke  himfelfe  on  fudden  to  the  heart; 

Our  bloud  doth  mixe  in  death,  yet  mine  would  run 
From  his ;  what  life  diflik'd  e'ne  death  would  fhun. 

My 
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My  Father  now  doth  finde  (though  all  too  late,) 
The  miferie  Fore' d-mariage  doth  infue : 
Vnto  the  poore  he  giues  his  whole  eftate, 
The  world  (with  his  delights)  he  bids  adue. 

He  as  a  Pilgrim  from  Vienna  goes ; 

Where,  when,  or  how  he  died,  yet  no  man  knows. 

Then  to  thefe  fields  my  fad  Soule  did  defcend, 
With  my  fweet  Sheretine  abode  to  make : 
But  when  I  came,  I  found  my  faithfull  friend 
With  Caron  paffing  o're  this  grifly  Lake: 

For  my  Death  had  his  wronged  Ghojl  appeas'd. 

So  that  He  might  paffe  ouer  as  he  pleas'd. 

I  followed  faft,  thinking  with  Him  to  goe, 

That  I  might  ftill  inioy  his  companie: 

But  I  was  ftai'd  as  I  before  did  mow 

Vntill  thy  Mufe  mould  pittie  take  on  me : 

And  Now  by  thy  fweet  Qcelids  name  once  more 
I  thee  coniure,  keepe  promife  paft  before. 

Then  backe  She  brought  me,  and  no  longer  ftai'd, 
But  with  more  cheerefull  lookes  did  thence  depart, 
With  confidence  fhe  could  not  be  denai'd 
What  fhe  defir'd,  for  her  fake,  hath  my  heart : 
For  Ccelids  fake  my  fole-adored-faint, 
The  world  with  Marian's  woes  I  thus  acquaint. 
FINIS. 
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TO 

THE    VERTVOVS 

AND    NOBLE    LADY,    THE 

Lady  Margaret  Home,  eldeft  daughter 

to  the  Right  Honourable  Alexander 

Earle  Home,  Baron  of 

Dunglas,  &c. 

H inking  with  my  felfe  (Noble 
Lady)  what  I  might  prefent 
fome  way  to  expreffe  my  louc 
in  remembrance  of  thofe  not 
to  be  requited  fauours,  which 
haue  wholly  obliged  me  to  your  Houfe :  It  came 
into  my  mindey  that  what  is  offered  to  Gods,  or 
great  ones,  ought  rather  to  be  apt,  then  equall: 
and  that  it  was  held  abfurd  in  old  time  to  offer 
L    2  an 
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The  Epiftle  Dedicatorie. 

an  Hecatombe  to  the  Mufes,  or  an  Iuy  wreath 
to  the  god  of  warre.  I  thought  no  offering 
could  be  more  conformable  to  your  vertues 
then  this  Husband,  which  of  due  doth  challenge 
a  maiden-Mdzcenas:  and  none  fo  fit  as  your 
felfe,  who  euen  in  thefe  yeares  by  your  budding 
vertues,  doe  well  bewray  what  fruit  your 
riper  yeares  will  produce.  Accept  it  then 
(Madam)  as  an  acknowledgement  of  what  is 
due  by  me  to  your  deferuings,  which  Iiaue 
bound  me  to  abide  euer  yours 

In  all  dutifull  obferuance, 
Patrick  Hannay. 
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TO   WOMEN    IN 

GENERA  LL. 


N  things  of  weight  and  moment, 
care  and  circumfpection  are  to  be 
vfed,  with  a  truly  grounded  iudge- 
ment  before  refolution.  Now  in  hu- 
mane actions  none  is  of  more  confequence 
then  mariage,  where  error  can  be  but  once,  and 
that  neuer  after  remedied.  Therefore  in  it  is 
great  caution  required  before  conclufion,  the 
fequell  of  ftaid  deliberation,  or  vnaduifed  rafh- 
neffe,  being  a  happie,  or  a  wretched  life.  And 
therein  is  anothers  counfell  moil  neceffarie 
(though  through  the  whole  courfe  of  mans  life 
it  be  fafer  then  the  felfe-conceiued :)  for  affecti- 
on which  in  other  affairs  doth  oft  ouer-rule  rea- 
fon  (euen  in  the  wife)  doth  in  this  euer  hide  the 
faults  of  the  affected  vnder  the  blinding  veile  of 
loue.  This  hath  caufed  me  for  the  weale  of  your 
L  3  Sexe 
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Sexe  to  produce  this  Husband  to  the  light,  not 
gaine,  or  glorie ;  knowing  well  the  vulgar  and 
criticke  cenfurers  in  this  age  doe  rather  detract, 
then  attribute :  but  I  care  not  much  for  their 
opinion:  who  diflike,  may  freely  abflaine:  if 
anygiue  better,  I  fhall  willingly  affent ;  take  it 
as  it  is  meant,  for  your  good,  to  difpleafe  none, 
and  to  content  all. 


P.  Hannay. 
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To  Ouerburies    Widow,  wife  of 
this  Husband. 

LEaue  worthy  Wife  to  weare  your  mourning  weed, 
Or  bootleffe  (lain  your  cheeks  for  him  that's  dead ; 
But  rather  ioy,  and  thanke  this  Authors  pen, 
Hath  fo  well  match'd  thee  with  this  matchleffe  man : 
For  Ouerburies  Ghoft  is  glad  to  fee 
His  widow  fuch  one's  happie  wife  to  be. 

R.S. 

To  his  friend  the  Author. 

THy  happie  Husband  fhewes  thy  high  ingine, 
Whofe  mufe  fuch  method  in  her  meafures  can, 
The  matter  fhewes  thy  manners  are  diuine; 
Thy  pra&iz'd  vertues  fhewes  thou  art  this  Man : 
I  halfe  enuie  that  highly  bleffed  Maid, 
Whofe  happie  lot  fhall  be  to  linke  with  thee, 
And  well-nie  wifh  that  Nature  had  me  made 
A  woman;  fo  I  fuch  one's  wife  might  be: 
Detraction  is  diftraught  thy  lines  to  fee, 
And  fweld  with  enuie,  can  no  words  bring  forth, 
Her  bafeneffe  cannot  parallel  thy  worth, 
Which  ftill  fhall  Hue  vnto  eternitie : 
For  after  Ages  reading  of  thy  verfe, 
Shall  decke  with  Lawrell  thy  adored  herfe. 
L  4  P.S. 
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To  his  Friend  Mr  Patricke  Hannay. 

FRiend  I  am  glad  that  you  haue  brought  to  life 
A  Husband  fit  for  Ouerburies  Wife; 
Whofe  chaftitie  might  elfe  fufpected  be, 
Wanting  too  long  a  Husbands  companie : 
But  now  being  match'd  fo  well  by  your  endeuour, 
Shee'll  liue  a  chafte  Penelope  for  euer. 
And  you  braue  Ouerburie  make  to  be 
Your  brother  in  law  by  act  of  ingeny. 

W.  Iewell. 


To  the  Author. 

WHen  I  behold  the  Author  and  his  booke, 
With  wonder  and  delight  on  both  I  looke ; 
Both  are  fo  like,  and  both  deferue  fo  well, 
Were  I  not  friend,  I  in  their  praife  would  dwell, 
But  fince  I  mould  feeme  partiall,  I  thinke  fit 
To  leaue  their  praifes  to  a  better  wit: 
Yet  Husband  like  to  this  I  wifh  God  fend 
To  thofe  are  chafte,  and  to  me  fuch  a  friend. 
Liue  each  in  other,  be  each  others  praife, 
Time  (hall  not  end  your  glorie  with  your  daies. 

Edzvard  Leuenthorpe. 
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The  Argument. 

MAriage  ordaind',  the  man  made  head, 
That  kinde  may  be,  like  like  doth  breed: 
God  blejl  it;  youth  it  bejl  befits: 
The  Author  will  not  trie  his  wits 
To  make  one  man  of  manies  parts, 
Painters  dofo  to /hew  their  Arts: 
His  birth  and  breeding  firjl  hejhowes, 
E quail,  and  good;  the  wants  of  thofe 
Wliat  Us  they  breed,  yet  felfe-gain 'd glore 
He  doth  preferre  both  thefe  before. 
HisfJtape  mufl  not  deformed  be, 
"Nature  makes  houfe  and guefl  agree. 
His flature  neither  low,  nor  tall, 
"  The  meane  in  each  is  befi  of  all: 
Not  ctirious  to  be  counted  f aire, 
It's  womani/h  to  take  that  care\ 
Free  from  affecting  gifts  of  others, 
That  f elf e-weaknej/e  Jlill  difcouers. 
Such  one  found,  then  next  isfhowne 
What  vice  heesd  want,  what  verhie  owne; 

Wealth 
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Wealth  mufi  befet  ajide  to  trie, 

(It  is  a  beame  in  iudgements  eie.) 

What  ill  doth  haunt  her  weds  for  gold. 

Is  told:  with  the  content  of  old, 

When  vertue  and fimplicitie 

Did  chufe :  then  he  doth  let  her  fee 

The  Worthies  that  the  World  brought  forth, 

Wood  nere  for  wealth,  butflillfor  worth. 

With  vertue  this  manfhotdd  be  nurfl, 

Ift  be  depraud,  he's  worfe  then  firfl: 

Drunkenneffe,  gaming,  he  mufi  want, 

Hefhcwes  what  ilsfuch  vnthrifts  haunt; 

He  mufi  not  haunt  another s  fheets, 

With  grace,  foule  whoredome  neuer  meets; 

He  mufi  hauefpent  well  his  time  pafl, 

A  wicked  crimes  bruit  long  doth  lafl: 

His  humours  must  with  hers  agree, 

Or  clfe  true  friendf lip  cannot  be; 

He  mufi  fear e  God,  for  on  that  fear e 

Wifdome  doth  her  building  reare, 

It's  that  makes  honefl;  Honeflie 

InfJtew,  not  deed,  is  policie. 

He  mufi  propofe  a  certaine  end, 

Whereto  his  actions  all  mufi  bend; 


He 
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He  rrnift  Iiaue  vnfaind pietie, 

And  far  ue  in  truth  the  Deity: 

The  four e  chief e  vertues  in  fame  meafure, 

Mufi  hoord  vp  in  him  their  treafure. 

Whereon  the  leffer  doe  depend, 

Age,  and  behauiour  doe  him  end. 


G?>^£*^<S?>^\£^ 
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Another. 

'  I  ^O  keepe  him  good,  his  wife  muft  be 
•*■  Obedient,  milde,  her  hufwifery 
Within  dooresjhe  muft  tend;  her  charge 
Is  that  at  home;  his  that  at  large: 
Shee  muft  be  carefull:  idle  wiues 
Vice  workes  on,  and  tofome  ill  driues: 
Not  toying,  fond,  nor  yet  vnkinde, 
Not  of  a  weake  deiecled  minde, 
Nor  yet  infenfible  of  lofte, 
Which  doth  with  care  her  Husband  croft e. 
Not  iealous,  but  deferuing  well, 
Not  gaddi7ig,  newes  to  know,  or  tell; 
Her  conuerfation  with  the  beft, 
In  Husbands  heart  her  thought  muft  reft: 
Thus  iffhee  chufe,  thus  vfe  her  mate, 
He  promifeth  her  happieftate. 
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HAPPY 

HUSBAND: 

O  R, 

Directions   for   a    Maide   to 
choofe  her  Mate. 


N  Paradice  God  Mariage  firft  ordain'd, 
That  lawfully  kind  might  befo  maintain'd ; 
By  it  the  Man  is  made  the  Womans  head, 
And  kind  immortalized  in  their  feed: 

For  like  produces  like,  it  fo  mould  be, 

God  bleft  it  with  Increafe  and  multiply. 

Nature  requires  it,  nothing  is  more  iuft, 

Who  were  begot,  beget  of  duty  muft. 

It 
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It  Youth  becomes,  Age  is  vnapt  to  breed, 
Old  flocks  are  barren,  youthfull plants  hane  feed. 

Then  vertuous  Virgin,  fince  fuch  blefling  fprings 
From  wedlock  (which  earths  greateft  comfort  brings) 
Compeld  by  lone;  which  to  thy  worth  is  due, 
How  to  choofe  well  thy  mate,  I  will  thee  fhew; 
Whofe  fympathizing-vertues  may  combine 
Your  hearts  in  loue,  till  death  lifes  thread  vntwine. 
It's  not  my  minde  the  rarities  to  gleane 
Of  beft  perfections  I  haue  heard  or  feene ; 
And  take  the  beft,  where  bounty  doth  abound, 
And  make  a  Husband,  (no  where  to  be  found:) 
The  Painter  fo  from  boyes,  and  girles  did  take 
Beft  of  their  beauties,  Helen  faire  to  make; 
No,  I  will  paint  thy  mate  in  fuch  a  hew, 
As  Care  may  finde :  Difcretion  muft  allow. 

To  choofe  aright,  know  from  what  flock  he's  grown ; 
The  birth  fuits  beft,  is  neereft  to  thine  owne: 
Diflike  makes  higher  Birth  deeme  lower  bafe, 
Lower  will  neuer  by  thy  Birth  take  place : 
In  Man  the  fault  is  more  to  be  excus'd, 
Who  of  low  birth  (for  beauty)  hath  one  chus'd; 
His  lightneffe  therein  euer  loue  is  deem'd, 
Yet  as  his  place,  his  Wife  fhall  be  efteem'd. 
But  when  a  Woman  of  a-noble  race 
Doth  match  with  Man  of  farre  inferiour  place, 
Shee  cannot  him  innoble,  he  is  ftill 
In  place  as  fhee  firft  found  him,  good,  or  ill : 

His 
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His  breeding1  will  his  birth  dill  to  thee  tell, 

"  For  as  the  Qaske,  the  liquor  JIM  dothfmell. 

A  Crab,  though  dig'd  &  dung'd,  cannot  bring  forth 

A  lufcious  fruit ;  fo  hardly  man  of  worth 

Doth  from  batejiocfce  proceed:  ftill  like  it  felfe 

Nature  produces ;  force  of  golden  pelfe 

To  alter  that's  not  able,  yet  we  know 

Oft  Men  of  worth  haue  come  of  Parents  low: 

For  Parents  place  is  not  the  Childrens  merit, 

Yet  it  addes  grace,  if  they  their  worth  inherit; 

If  not,  it  addes  to  fhame :  for  from  high  race 

Vertue' s  expected  due  to  fuch  a  place : 

For  indegenerate  heroicke  mindes 

They  JJwidd  pojfejfe,  are  come  of  noble  hindes: 

What  mans  own  worth  acquires  with  virtuous  ends, 

Is  truly  his,  and  not  that  which  defcends. 

Qicero  brags  (and  iuftly)  that  his  line 

He  did  in  glorious  vertue  farre  out-fhine, 

Which  was  his  honour:  They  no  honour  haue, 

Who  (idle)  adde  not  to  what  they  receiue; 

It  is  his  owne  worth  euery  Man  doth  grace, 

Leffe  or  more  eminent,  as  is  his  place: 

For  Vertue  (though  aye  cleare)  yet  cleared  fhines 

When  fhee  doth  dart  her  lights  from  noble  lines. 

A  glorious  flame  blazing  in  valley  low, 

Is  foone  barr'd  fight,  nor  doth  it  farre  way  mow, 

Obfcur'd  with  neighbour  obie<5ts :  but  on  hie 

A  little  Beacon  to  both  farre  and  nie 
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Shewes  like  a  bearded  Comet  in  the  Aire, 

Admir'd  of  fome,  of  moft  accounted  rare. 

Choofe  thou  a  Husband  equall  to  thy  race, 

Who's  grac'd  by  vertue,  and  doth  vertue  grace ; 

"  Things  different  doe  neuer  well  agree, 

"  True  liking  lodges  in  equalitie: 

Better  then  birth  his  Parents  vertues  know, 

"  From  poy fori d  fprings  no  wholefome  waters  flow. 

As  for  hisjhape,  I  would  it  mould  be  free 

From  (Natures  note  of  fpight)  Deformity: 

Deformed  fhape  is  of  fo  bad  a  nature, 

That  it's  diflik'd  euen  in  a  noble  creature ; 

Where  comely  fhape  with  loue  attracts  the  eyes, 

By  fecret  fympathie  of  all  it  fees. 

Englands  third  Richard,  and  the  wife  of  Shore, 

The  one  deform'd,  the  other  grac'd  with  ftore 

Of  bountious  Natures  gifts,  doe  fhew  th' effects 

Of  Loue  and  Hate,  to  good  and  bad  afpects; 

Shee  (when  fhee  bare-foot  with  a  Taper  light, 

Did  open  penance  in  the  peoples  fight) 

Went  fo  demure,  with  fuch  a  louely  face, 

That  beauty  feem'd  appareld  in  difgrace; 

But  moft  when  fhame  fummon'd  the  blood  too  hie, 

With  nsitiue  flaines,  her  comely  cheekes  to  die 

In  fcarlet  tincture:  Shee  did  fo  exceed, 

That  e'en  dif grace  in  her  delight  did  breed ; 

Firing  beholders  hearts  that  came  to  fcorne  her, 

So  Beauty  cloath'd  in  bafeneffe  did  adorne  her, 

That 
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That  e'en  the  good  (who  elfe  the  vice  did  blame) 
Thought  fhee  deferued  pitie  more  then  Jliame: 
Condemning  cunning  Richards  cruell  minde, 
Who  caus'd  her  fhame,  the  multitude  to  blinde, 
Left  it  his  greater  mifchiefe  mould  behold, 
Which  his  ambition-plotters  had  in  mold : 
So  in  them  was  the  force  of  feature  feene, 
Who,  if  lejfe  famous,  had  more  happy  beetle. 
Thus  Nature  makes  each  Body  with  the  minde 
Some  way  to  keepe  Decorum:  for  we  finde 
Mark 'd  bodies,  Manners  croffe  accompany, 
Which  in  we\\-/kap'd  we  feld,  or  neuer  fee : 
For  fhee  doth  Builder-like  a  Manfion  frame 
Fit  for  the  guefl  mould  harbour  in  the  fame. 
No  Stature  chufe  too  low,  for  fo  in  time 
Thy  off-fpring  may  proue  dwarfes ;  yet  do  not  clime 
To  one  too  tall :  for  buildings  mounted  hie, 
Their  vpper  roomes  feldome  well  furnifh 'd  be: 
Herein  obferue  the  meane,  it's  beft  of  all, 
Let  him  not  be  obferu'd  for  low  nor  tall. 
Frefh,  liuely  colours,  which  faire  women  grace, 
Modeft,  effeminate,  alluring  face, 
Is  not  fo  much  in  Man  to  be  refpecled, 
As  other  graces  are  to  be  affected: 
The  bloome  of  Beauty  is  a  fading  flower, 
Which  Age  and  Care  confumeth  euery  houre; 
It  blafted  once,  is  euer  after  loft, 
Like  to  a  rofe  nipt  with  vntimely  froft. 

M  A 
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A  manly  face  in  Man  is  more  commended 

Then  a  faire  face  from  Sun  and  Winde  defended. 

A  Carpet  Knight,  who  makes  it  his  chiefe  care 

To  tricke  him  neatly  vp,  and  doth  not  fpare 

(Though  fparing)  precious  time  for  to  deuoure, 

(Confulting  with  his  glaffe)  a  tedious  houre 

Soone  flees  (fpent  fo)  whiles  each  irregular  haire 

His  Barbor  rectifies,  and  to  feeme  rare, 

His  heat-loft-lockes  to  thicken  clofely  curies, 

And  curioufly  doth  fet  his  mitplac  d  #itr/es; 

Powders,  perfumes,  are  then  profufely  fpent, 

To  redtifie  his  natiue  nafty  fent: 

This  forenoones  taske  perform'd,  his  way  he  takes, 

And  chamber-prac"tis'd  crauing,  curfies  makes 

To  each  he  meets;  with  cringes,  and  fcrew'd  faces, 

(Which  his  too  partiall  glaffe  approu'd  for  graces:) 

Then  dines,  and  after  courts  fome  courtly  dame, 

Or  idle  bufie-bout  miffpending  game ; 

Then  fuppes,  then  fleepes,  then  rifes  for  to  fpend 

Next  day  as  that  before,  as  t'were  the  end 

For  which  he  came:  fo  womaniz'd  turn'd  Dame, 

As  place  'mongft  Ouids  changlings  he  might  claime; 

What?  Doe  not  fuch  difcouer  their  weake  minde 

(Vnapt  for  actiue  vertue)  is  inclinde 

To  fuperficiall  things,  and  can  imbrace 

But  outward  Habits  for  internall  Grace. 

The  mindes  gifts  doe  the  bodies  grace  adome, 

Where  that's  defecliue,  to  affecl  is  J come: 

For 
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For  Aclion's  hinder'd  by  too  much  obferuing 
Of  decency:  but  where  a  well  deferuing 
And  fetled  reputation  is ;  then  there 
Each  thing  becomes,  and  is  accounted  rare : 
Where  that's  defe<5liue,  ftriuing  to  affecl; 
Anothers  worth,  their  weakenejfe  doth  detect. 
Let  thy  Mate  be  what  fuch  doe  ftriue  to  feeme, 
Thou  muft  the  fubjlance,  not  the  JJiade  efteeme: 
When  thou  haft  found  this  well  form'd  cabinet, 
Try  what  rich  Iewels  are  within  it  fet : 
Set  wealth  apart,  thou  fhalt  more  clearely  fee 
His  Verities  (Riches  dazell  Iudgcinents  Eye) 
Who  weds  for  wealth,  fhe  onely  wealth  doth  wed, 
Not  Man,  which  got,  and  in  poffeflion  had, 
Lone  languifhes :  yet  till  ones  death  fhee's  forced 
To  Hue  with  him ;  though  ivealth  faile,  yet  diuorced 
They  cannot  be;  fo  is  fhe  all  his  life 
His  riches  Widow  (though  fhe  be  his  Wife.) 
That  golden  Age  (when  fullen  Satume  raigned, 
For  Verities  loue,  (not  Golds)  the  glory  gained; 
To  be  fo  ftil'd,  it  was  not  then  demanded 
How  rich  in  gold,  or  how  that  he  was  landed : 
When  they  did  wooe,  fimplicitie  had  wont 
Be  firft,  which  now  is  laft,  in  leaft  account) 
With  Vertue  leading  Loue,  be  Wedlocks  ayme, 
And  greateft  wealth,  a  pure  vnfpotted  name: 
They  liu'd  and  lou'd,  then  ioying  each  in  other, 
Not  fearing  that  their  Mate  fhould  loue  another. 

M  2  Seduc'd 
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Seduc'd  by  tempting  Gold;  their  time  they  fpent 

Free  from  diftruft,  or  open  difcontent : 

But  the  next  Age,  when  as  our  mother  Earth 

(Fertile  before  in  voluntarie  birth) 

Was  fought  into,  and  had  her  bowels  torne 

For  hidden  wealth:  then  when  the  keele  was  worne, 

Plowing  the  Ocean  for  his  hidden  ftore, 

The  fweet  Content  did  vanifh  was  before, 

The  filly  Maid  (then  ignorant  of  ill) 

Hauing  no  Wealth,  might  Hue  a  Maide?i  ftill, 

And  die  (except  feduc'd)  fo;  the poore  fwaine 

(Though  vertuous)  was  ftraight  held  in  difdaine: 

But  yet  the  Worthies  that  the  world  brought  forth 

Since  that  bleft  Age,  poftponed  wealth  to  worth ; 

Great  Alexander  did  difdaine  the  offer 

Declining  Darius  with  his  Child  did  proffer, 

Nor  Maced's  full  of  Gold,  nor  Euphrates  brim, 

To  bound  his  Empire,  could  inuegle  him : 

But  He  for  that  rather  contemn'd  his  Foe, 

For  thinking  He  could  haue  beene  conquer'd  fo. 

True  worth  doth  wealth  as  an  addition  take, 

Defecliue  vertues  wants  of  weight  to  make: 

Vertue's  beft  wealth,  wherewith  he  mould  be  nurft, 

That  fmell ftayes  long,  a  vejfell feafons  firft. 

Yet  build  not  there,  for  good  natures  depraued, 

Are  ftill  the  worft,  fo  thou  maift  be  deceiued. 

See  that  he  haue  fo  fpent  his  forepaft  time, 

That  he  be  free  from  cenfure  of  a  crime. 

Youths 
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Youth's  apt  to  flip :  but  a  notorious  deed 
From  Nature,  not  from  Age,  doth  ftill  proceed ; 
And  though  that  Fortune  herein  oft  hath  part, 
Yet  th'aclions  ftill  are  iudged  from  the  heart. 
Adrajlus  thinking  to  reuenge  the  harmes 
Of  his  dead  Loue,  his  naked  weapon  warmes 
In  his  brothers  bofome  (too  deare  bloud  to  fpill) 
In  ftead  of  his  that  did  his  Lady  kill : 
Fleeing  to  Crcefus,  he  him  entertain'd, 
Where  his  behauiour  fo  much  credit  gain'd, 
As  Lydids  hope,  young  A  tis,  Croefus  heire 
He  got  in  charge ;  whom  hunting  vnaware 
His  hapleffe  hand  vnfortunately  flew, 
Whiles  at  a  Boare  his  difmall  Dart  he  threw: 
Yet  was  it  thought  intention,  and  not  chance, 
Till  being  freely  pardon'd  the  offence, 
Left  more  diaft'rous  chances  fhould  fall  out, 
His  owne  felfe-flaughter  cleer'd  them  of  that  doubt: 
Thus  when  opinion  hath  poffeft  the  minde, 
It  leaues  a  deepe  impreffion  long  behinde ; 
And  they  mujl  doe  much  good,  that  haue  done  ill, 
Ere  they  be  trujled,  wer't  by  fate  or  will. 

See  Drunkenneffe  (from  which  all  vices  fpring) 
Doe  no  way  ftaine  him ;  for  that  ftill  doth  bring 
Contempt,  dif grace,  a.ndjhame:  Cyrce  made  fwine 
Of  wife  Vlyjjfes  fellowes,  drunke  with  wine. 
The  Macedonian  Moftarch  (lately  nam'd) 
Is  not  for  worth  fo  prais'd,  as  for  that  blam'd ; 

M   3  He 
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He  in  his  drinke  deftroy'd  his  deareft  friend, 
That  did  'fore  him  his  Fathers  deeds  commend : 
Nor  could  his  after-teares  wafh  off  that  ftaine 
Which  doth  to  blot  his  actions  ftill  remaine: 
For  if  one  would  his  glorious  actions  fhow, 
How  ftrong,  chafte,  valiant,  milde  to  captiu'd  foe; 
With  fuch  braue  deeds  though  he  the  world  hath  fild, 
Yet  this  ftill  ftayes,  He  drunke,  deare  Clytus  kild. 

No  Gamejier  let  him  be :  for  fuch  a  Man 
Shall  ftill  be  lofer,  doe  the  beft  he  can ; 
His  mind  and  money  it  frets,  and  deftroyes 
And  wafts  the  precious  tune  he  here  enioyes : 
Some  in  leffe  time  vnto  fome  Art  attaine, 
Then  others  fpend  in  Play;  fomes  pleafing  vaine 
Will  feeme  fo  milde,  in  this  deare  double  loffe, 
They  outwardly  not  take  it  for  a  croffe: 
But  when  all's  gone  (for  they  but  then  giue  ouer) 
Their  fmother'd  anguifh  they  at  laft  difcouer; 
Whereof  mans  foe,  the  Fiend  aduantage  takes, 
Whiles  on  felfe-flaughter'd  rockes,  he  gathers  wrakes. 
Examples  hereof  we  may  daily  fee, 
How  fome  by  halter,  fome  by  poyfon  die; 
And  who  goe  not  fo  farre,  yet  their  laft  ends 
Contemned  need,  and  mifery  attends: 
For  this  ill  haunts  them,  who  to  play  are  bent, 
They  feldome  leane  till  their  eftate  be  fpent. 

With  others  fheetes  let  him  not  be  acquainted, 
(  They  are  ftill flairid,  whom  once  that  fin  hath  tainted) 

And 
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And  neuer  hope  to  haue  him  true  to  thee, 

Who  hath  oft  prei'd  on  chang'd  varietie: 

Be  fur e  who  hath  had  choice,  zvill  ne're  digeji 

To  feed  on  one  difh,  (though  offweeteft  tafle) 

And  who  fo  ftraies,  loues  not,  but  lufts ;  in  one 

Doth  Lone  delight,  when  that  leaues,  Loue  is  gone; 

For  Grace  and  Lufl  ne're  harbour  in  one  Inne, 

And  where  Lufl  lodges,  euer  lodgeth  Sinne: 

Which  Sinne  when  it  is  to  a  habit  growne, 

Not  feare  of  God  (but  Man,  left  it  be  knowne) 

Doth  ftay  the  execution :  but  be  fure 

Though  the  Acl  be  hindred,  yet  the  hearts  impure, 

Whofe  Lufts  will  predomine  in  time  and  place, 

Not  ouer-rul'd  by  Gods  preuenting  Grace. 

Befides,  he  will  be  ftill  fufpecting  thee, 

Though  thou  beeft  pure  as  fpotleffe  Chaflitie: 

For  vice  is  euer  conuerfant  in  ill, 

Andguiltie  as  itfelfc  thinkes  others  flill. 

Vpon  this  Earth  there  is  no  greater  Hell, 

Then  with  fufpecting  Iealoujie  to  dwell. 

See  that  his  humors  (as  neere  as  may  be) 

Doe  with  each  humor  of  thy  minde  agree ; 

Or  elfe  contention,  and  diffention  ftill, 

Will  bar  your  fweet  content ;  while  the  ones  will 

The  others  doth  refift,  Loue  cannot  be 

'Twixt  fire  and  ivater,  they  will  ne're  agree: 

True  friendfhip  muft  expreffe  'twixt  man  and  wife, 

The  comfort,  flay,  defence,  and  port  of  life, 

M  4  Is 


179 


1 66      A  happy  Husband. 


Is  perfect,  when  two  fades  are  fo  confus'd, 
And  plung'd  together  (which  free-will  hath  chus'd) 
As  they  can  neuer  feuer'd  be  againe, 
But  ftill  one  compound  muft  of  both  remaine: 
From  which  confufed  mixture,  ne're  proceeds 
Words  of  good  turnes,  requitals,  helpes  of  needs ; 
For  it  is  euer  after  but  one  foule, 
Which  both  their  wils  and  aclions  doth  controule; 
And  cannot  thanke  it  felfe  for  the  owne  deeds, 
(  What  is  done  to  it  felfe,  no  felfe-loue  breeds:) 
But  this  holds  not  where  humors  difagree, 
There  s  no  concordance  in  difparity. 
See  he  feare  God,  then  will  he  feare  to  finne ; 
Where  vice  doth  leaue,  there  Vertue  doth  begin : 
Sinne  is  nipt  in  the  bud,  when  we  doe  minde 
That  Gods  all  light,  and  can  in  darkneffe  finde 
What  we  can  hide  from  Man,  the  reines  and  heart 
He  fearches  through,  and  knowes  each  hidden  part, 
And  each  thought  long  before;  we  cannot  hide 
Our  faults  from  him,  nor  from  his  cenfure  Aide. 
,  The  Wifeman  faith,  it's  Wifdomes  firft  degree, 
To  haue  a  true  feare  of  the  Deity, 
For  that  makes  Honefi:  Honefiie's  commended, 
Whether  fincere,  or  for  a  cloake  pretended. 
The  vulgar  Honefiy,  feruant  to  Lawes, 
Cuftomes,  Religions,  Hope  and  feare  it  drawes 
Be  more  or  leffe :  according  to  the  times 
It  ftill  is  wauering,  difference  of  climes 

Makes 
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Makes  it  vnequall,  rather  Policy 

I  may  call  fuch  Rejpett,  then  Honejly, 

Which  ftill  afpiring,  quickly  oft  mounts  hie, 

And  in  fhort  time  vnto  that  marke  comes  nie 

At  which  it  aimes :  but  builded  on  falfe  grounds, 

A  fudden  fall  it  vnawares  confounds. 

But  Honejly  doth  alwaies  goe  vpright, 

With  fetled  pace;  not  wauering  for  the  might 

Of  windes,  times,  nor  occafions:  it  goes  flow, 

But  ftill  attaines  the  end,  towards  which  doth  goe. 

Now  fuch  an  Honejl  man  I  wifh  thee  finde, 

As  ftill  is  Honejl,  out  of  Honejl  minde: 

That's  Wifdomes  firft  ground :  next  is  to  propofe 

A  certaine  forme  of  life ;  for  euer  thofe 

(Who  diuers  in  themfelues)  aime  at  no  end, 

But  as  occafion  offers,  each  way  tend, 

Neuer  attaine  the  marke.     IJ  Hawke  ajfay 

To  trujjfe  two  Birds,  JJie  doth  on  neither  prey: 

Thefe  grounds  being  laid,  an  vnfain'd  Pietie 

Muft  build  thereon,  and  though  that  diuers  be 

Religions,  Lazues;  yet  ours  amongft  them  all 

Is  trueft,  pureft,  moft  authenticall. 

Religion  true,  loues  God,  and  quiets  vs, 

And  refts  in  a  Soule  free  and  generous : 

Where  Jnperjlition  is  a  franticke  error, 

A  weake  mindes  ficknefle,  &  the  owne  Soules  terror : 

Religious  men  doe  ftill  feare  God  for  lone, 

The  fuperftitious,  left  they  torments  proue. 

Let 
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Let  thy  Mate  be  a  man,  whofe  fetled  faith 

In  true  Religion  fure  foundation  hath : 

For  'twixt  thofe  bodies  loue  doth  beft  refide, 

Whofe  foules  no  felfe-opinions  doe  diuide : 

The  foure  chiefe  Vertices  next  in  order  goe, 

From  which  the  reft  as  from  foure  fountaines  flow; 

Prudence  the  firft  place  hath,  to  fee  and  chufe, 

Which  is  fo  needfull,  and  of  fo  great  vfe, 

That  with  it  weighty  things  doe  feeme  but  light, 

Without  it  nothing  can  be  done  of  weight ; 

By  it  things  euen  'gainft  Nature  are  atcheiued, 

A  wife  minde  gaines  what  many  hands  hath  grieued. 

Iuji  he  muft  be  Himfelfe  firft  to  command, 

For  fenfuall  things  at  Reafons  Law  muft  ftand, 

The  Spirits  power  keepes  the  PaJJions  ftill  in  awe, 

And  ftrictly  bounds  them  with  an  auftere  Law, 

With  Moderation  it  guides  our  dejires> 

(We  muft  not  all  condemne)  Nature  requires 

To  loue  things  neat  and  needfull,  bafe  things  hate, 

It's  wantonneffe  to  Hue  too  delicate : 

But  it's  meere  madneffe  to  condemne  the  things 

Which  needfull  vfe,  and  common  cuflome  brings. 

Next,  to  his  Neighbour  he  that  right  muft  doe 

Which  he  expe<5ts,  (freely  not  forc'd  thereto;) 

Whom  Law  conftraines,  they  falfifie  all  truft, 

It's  confcience,  not  conflraint  that  makes  men  iufi. 

As  iuft,  fo  valiant  would  I  haue  him  be, 

Not  out  of  raflineffe  or  flupiditie, 

It 
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It  is  a  conftant  patient  refolution 

Of  bafhleffe  Courage  'gainft  the  reuolution 

Of  times  and  fortunes :  it  regards  not  paines, 

Where  Honor  is  the  Hire,  Glory  the  gaines : 

It's  fenfible  carefull  mans  felfe  to  faue, 

Not  daring  offer  zvrong,  more  then  receiue. 

As  Prudent,  Iujl,  and  valiant,  fo  he  muft 

Be  temperate,  this  vertue  hath  foule  Iujl, 

And  pleafure  for  it's  obie£t:  it  commands, 

Laps,  and  reformes  our  fenfuall  thoughts ;  it  (lands 

'Twixt  a  defire,  and  dulneffe  of  our  nature, 

And  is  the  fpurrer  on,  or  the  abater 

Of  *//  or  good,  fhamefaft  in  refufing 

Things  filthy,  honeft  in  things  comely  chufing; 

Though  with  perfeclion  thefe  no  one  man  fits, 

Yet  let  him  be  free  from  their  oppofits : 

He  muft  befooer,  not  giuen  to  exceffe, 

It  cures,  and  keepes  in  health,  minde  it  doth  dreffe ; 

Making  it  pure,  and  capable  of  good, 

It's  Mother,  and  good  counfell  is  the  Brood: 

Excejfe  doth  dull  the  Spirits,  and  breeds  difeafe, 

So  after  punifh'd  by  what  firft  did  pleafe. 

Learrid  let  him  be,  his  learning  generall, 

Profound  in  none,  yet  haue  fome  skill  in  all ; 

Whofe  deeply  learn'd,  his  Booke  is  moil  his  Wife, 

Conuerfing  ftill  with  it,  fo  of  his  Life 

His  Wife  not  halfe  enioyes,  for  moft  is  fpent 

In  ftudy,  fo  what  fhould  yeeld  moft  content, 

Societies 
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Societies  debar'd ;  I  doe  wifh  then 

Who  are  meere  Schollars,  may  liue  fingle  men: 

Learning  befots  the  weake  and  feeble  minde; 

But  polifhes  the  ftrong,  and  well  inclin'd : 

The  one  Vaine-glory  puffes  with  felfe  conceit, 

The  others  braine  is  fetled  iudgements  feat. 

Then  fo  learn'd  let  him  be,  as  he  may  chufe 

Flowers  of  bed  Bookes,  whofe  fweet  fent  he  may  vfe 

To  rectifie  his  knowledge,  and  diftill 

From  thence  life-bleffing  precepts,  which  fo  will 

Temper  his  vnderflanding,  that  the  frowne 

Of  fickle  Fortune  neuer  fhall  caft  downe. 

Not  bold  in  fpeech,  no  man  of  many  words 

Chufe  thou  a  Husband,  leauy  tree  affords 

The  fmalleft  ftore  of  fruit :  Both  words  and  deeds 

Seldome,  or  neuer  from  one  Man  proceeds. 

Who  guides  his  words,  he  in  a  word  is  wife: 

Yet  let  him  not  be  fullenly  precife, 

But  gentle,  pleafing,  not  crabbed,  or  tart, 

The  wife  mans  tongue  is  euer  in  his  heart ; 

The  fooles  heart's  in  his  tongue:  it  is  great  gaine 

For  to  bejilent,  and  ones  felfe  containe. 

And  fee  with  whomfoeuer  he  conuerfe, 

(Left  he  be  thought  ill  nurtur'd,  or  peruerfe) 

That  he  be  kinde,  obfequious,  affable, 

To  fit  himfelfe  vnto  their  humors,  able 

To  change  conditio?i  with  the  time,  and  place, 

Is  wifdome,  andfuch  leuity  doth  grace: 

So 
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So  Arijlippus  each /#*:<?,  each  behauiour 
Did  ftill  become,  and  was  a  gracing  fauour. 
Choofe  thou  a  Husband  older  by  fome  yeares 
Then  thou  thy  felfe  art,  Man  age  better  beares 
Then  Women:  for  bearing  of  children  makes 
Their  Strength  decay,  foone  beautie  them  forfakes : 
Many  crops  make  afieldfooite  to  be  bare, 
Where  that  that  beares  not  long  continues  f aire. 
Now  Lady  fuch  a  man  I  wifh  you  finde, 
As  here  I  haue  defcrib'd,  with  whom  to  binde 
Your  felfe,  is  to  be  bleft,  leading  a  life 
Full  of  content,  free  from  contentious  flrife. 

A   Wiues  behauiour. 

BVt  to  finde  good,  is  not  enough  to  fhow, 
But  hauing  found  him,  how  to  keepe  him  fo ; 
Then  fince  I  haue  aduis'd  you  how  to  chufe  him, 
I  will  giue  fome  aduice  how  you  fhould  vfe  him. 
Obedience  firft  thy  will  to  his  muft  fit, 
(He  is  the  Pylot  that  muft  gouerne  it) 
It  man  condemnes  of  inabilitie, 
When  Women  rule,  that  are  borne  to  obey: 
Nor  is  it  Honor  to  Her,  but  3.fliame 
To  be  match'd  with  one  onely  man  in  name: 
But  if  imperious,  He  mould  more  defire 
Then  due  refpecl  doth  of  a  Wife  require ; 
Thinke  not  harm  ftubbornneffe  will  ere  procure  him 
To  be  more  milde  (it  rather  will  obdure  him.) 

The 
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The  whip  and  lajh  the  angry  Horfe  inrages, 
Milde  voice  and  gentle  Jiroke  his  ire  ajfwages: 
From  fteele-ftrucke  flint  we  fee  the  lightning  flies, 
But  ftrucke  'gainft.  wooll,  the  flaming  flame  none 
Nor  is  the  clangor  hard:  the  ones /of t  nature  (fpies; 
Is  to  the  others  hardneffe  an  abature. 
Win  thou  thy  Mate  with  mildnes:  for  each  croffe 
Anfwer'd  with  anger,  is  to  both  a  loffe; 
Like  as  the  Sea  which  'gainft  a  churlifh  rocke 
Breakes  brauing  billowes  with  a  boiftrous  ftroke, 
Seeking  by  raging  force  to  throw  on  fands 
The  ftiffe  refilling  rocke,  which  vnmou'd  ftands, 
Repelling  his  bold  billowes  with  like  fcorne, 
As  th' others  brauery  had  bownft  them  beforne; 
Thus  both  ftill  ftriue,  and  ftriuing  are  o'recome, 
The  rocke  is  worne,  the  Billow's  crufh'd  in  fome : 
Whereas  the  Sea  calmely  the  Sand  imbraces, 
And  with  fmooth  forehead  louingly  it  graces : 
Being  content  that  it  mould  bound  his  Jhore, 
Yeelding  to  mildneffe,  where  force  fail'd  before. 
So  let  thy  mildneffe  winne  thy  Husband  to  it, 
If  that  doe  not,  then  nothing  elfe  will  doe  it: 
Beware  you  (willing)  to  no  anger  moue  him, 
If  he  perceiue't,  he  cannot  thinke  you  loue  him: 
If  anger  once  begin  twixt  Man  and  Wife, 
If  foone  not  reconcil'd,  it  turnes  to  flrife: 
Which  ftill  will  ftirre  on  euery  light  occafion, 
What  might  haue  ceas'd  in  filence ;  then  perfwafion 

Of 
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Of  friends  will  hardly  end :  for  cuery  iarre 

Is  ominous  pre/ aging  life  long  warre. 

And  where  two  ioyn'd  doe  iar,  their  ftate  decayes, 

They  goe  not  forward,  who  draw  diuers  wayes, 

Being yoakt  together:  your  firft  care  muft  be, 

That  with  your  Husband  you  in  loue  agree: 

As  farre  from  fondneffe  be,  as  from  neglect, 

Mixing  ajfeclion  with  a  ftaid  refpecl: 

If  toying  fondneffe  were  Mans  onely  ayme, 

Not  reafon,  but  his  lufl  fhould  chufe  his  Dame; 

Where  Wlwres  lafciuious,  that  can  wayes  inuent 

Should  equalize  thee,  nay,  giue  more  content: 

No,  thefe  are  not  the  Ioyes  he  hopes  to  finde, 

The  Body  not  fo  much  he  weds,  as  minde. 

Be  neuer  fond,  nor  without  caufe  vnkinde, 

Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  an  inconftant  minde : 

Thou  muft  not  if  his  fortunes  doe  decline, 

Be  difcontented,  or  feeme  to  repine, 

But  beare  a  conftant  countenance  not  difmaid, 

As  if  you  were  of  mifery  afraid : 

His  fortunes  you  muft  good  or  bad  abide, 

With  chaines  of  mutuall  loue,  together  tide. 

The  loffe  of  that  which  blind-fold  Chance  doth  giue, 

Cannot  a  worthy  generous  minde  agrieue : 

For  it  will  neuer  take  it  for  a  croffe, 

Which  cannot  make  one  wicked  by  its  loffe: 

Nor  by  the  gaining  good,  both  foole  and  knaue 

Are  often  rich,  if  fuch  afflictions  haue, 

They 
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They  driue  them  to  defpairc.  but  draw  the  wife, 
With  eleuated  thoughts,  fuch  things  defpife. 
Seneca  faith,  the  gods  did  take  delight 
To  fee  graue  Cato,  with  his  Fate  to  fight : 
O !  what  fhould  we,  whofe  hopes  doe  higher  rife, 
If  Heathens  thus  could  worldly  things  defpife? 
Affliclion  oft  doth  mount  the   Wifer  hie, 
Iofeph  and  lob  rofe  by  aduerjitie: 
It's  figne  of  a  weake  minde  to  be  deiected 
For  worldly  lojfe,  (fuch  neuer  are  refpected) 
If  thou  wouldft  not  be  irkefome  to  thy  mate, 
Be  cheerefull,  not  fuccumbing  with  his  fate : 
Yet  if  that  anguifh  doth  afflict  his  minde, 
You  muft  not  feeme  fo  from  the  world  refin'd 
As  to  difdaine  what  humane  croffe  brings  forth, 
Pride  to  be  fingular,  that  is,  not  worth: 
Nay,  thou  muft  be  a  mirror,  to  reflect 
Thy  Husbands  minde;  for  as  is  his  afpect, 
So  fhould  be  thine.     Pale  Phoebe  yeelds  no  light, 
When  th'interpos'd  earth  bars  hir  Phoebus  fight : 
But  when  no  obiect  intercepts  his  ftreames, 
Shee  deckes  her  felfe  with  light  rebating  beames. 
Euen  fo  as  is  thy  Husbands  ioy,  or  paine, 
So  muft  thy  ioy  and  forrow  waxe,  or  waine: 
Be  not  too  curious  in  his  wayes  to  prie, 
Sufpition  ftill  makes  the  fufpected  trie 
lealoujie's  feare :  for  why  fhould  fhee  fufpect 
That  knowes  her  felfe  guiltie  of  no  defect  ? 

If 
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If  he  perceiue  thee  of  thy  felfe  defpaire, 
He  will  thinke  fweeter  ioyes  are  otherwhere. 
Which  thou  doft  want;  fo  thou  thy  felfe  fhalt  giue 
The  firft  occafion  to  what  may  thee  grieue : 
Thy  owne  defert  muft  Him  vnto  tJiee  binde, 
Defert  doth  make  a  f encage  to  be  kinde: 
It  is  an  Adamantine  chaine  to  knit 
Two  foules  fo  fall,  nought  can  them  difunite; 
Where  that  mod  fweet  communion  of  the  mindes, 
Saue  each  in  other,  no  contentment  findes ; 
And  whatfoeuer  the  one  touches  neere, 
Iealous,  the  other  ne're  conceales  forfeare. 
Brutus  his  honor  (dearer  pris'd  then  life) 
Concredited  to  Portia  his  Wife; 
What  feare  from  deareft  friends  caus'd  him  conceale, 
Worth  and  defert  made  him  to  her  reueale 
Great  Ccefars  death,  and  who  his  conforts  were, 
With  their  defignes,  he  did  impart  to  her; 
Nor  is  their  birth,  or  beautie  of  fuch  might, 
To  alienate  their  hearts,  or  giue  delight: 
Who  had  more  beautie  then  that  captiu'd  Queene, 
The  faire  Statira,  when  in  griefe  was  feene 
The  pearly  haile  blafting  her  beautie  fields, 
Which  feemelinejfe  euen  cloath'd  in  forrow  yeelds; 
Being  grae'd  with  modeftie,  and  vnftain'd  faith, 
More  force  flill  faireneffe  with  fuch  fellowes  hath: 
Yet  could  not  her  faire  beautie  moue  the  thought 
OS  Alexander,  (though  leffe  faire  haue  brought 

N  Oft 
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Oft  Captaines  to  be  captiues)  nor  her  ftate 
(Shee  being  maried)  did  affedtion  bate: 
For  then  her  Virgin  Daughter  yet  vnftain'd, 
(Whofe  beautie  all  comparifon  difdain'd, 
Going  her  louely  mother  fo  before, 
As  fhe  did  all  the  reft  of  A/ids  ftore) 
Should  quickly  haue  intangled  his  dejire, 
Whofe  heart  all  one,  Roxane's  loue  did  fire : 
For  {{proportion,  colour,  zvealth,  or  birth, 
Could  haue  captiu'd  the  Monarch  of  the  Earth; 
Thefe  mould  haue  won :  but  he  did  Her  preferre, 
Whofe  onely  merits  pleaded  lone  for  her. 
Deferue  then  not  in  fhew,  but  from  the  heart, 
Loue  is  perpetuated  by  defer t. 
As  it  befits  not  Man  for  to  imbrace 
Domefticke  charge,  fo  it's  not  Womans  place 
For  to  be  bufied  with  affaires  abroad : 
For  that  weakeykre  it  is  too  great  a  load, 
A  nd  Us  vnfeemely,  and  doth  both  difgrace, 
When  either  doth  vfurpe  the  others  place: 
Leaue  his  to  him,  and  of  thine  owne  take  charge, 
Care  thou  at  home,  and  let  him  care  at  large : 
Thou  haft  enough  thy  felfe  for  to  imploy 
Within  doores,  'bout  thy  houfe  and  hufwifery : 
Remember  that  it's  faid  of  Lucrece  chafte, 
When  fome  Dames  wantoniz'd,  others  tooke  reft, 
Shee  with  her  Maidens  firft  her  taske  would  end, 
E're  fhe  would  fleepe :  fhe  did  not  idle  fpend 
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Swift  running  Time,  nor  gaue  alluring pleafure 

The  leaft  aduantage,  to  make  any  feifure 

On  her  rare  vertues.     A  foule  vacant  Jlill 

Is  foone /educed  to  doe  good  or  ill: 

For  like  perpetuall  motion  is  the  minde, 

In  aclion  ftill,  while  to  thxsflefh  confinde; 

(From  which  foule  prifon  it  takes  often  ftaines. 

For  abfolutely  good  no  man  remaines.) 

Imploi'd  if  not  'bout  good,  about  fome  ill, 

Producing  fruits  which  doe  difcouer  (till 

How  it  is  labour'd  like  a  fertile  field, 

Which  fruit,  or  weeds  abundantly  doth  yeeld, 

As  it  is  manur'd ;  be  not  idle  then, 

Nor  giue  vice  time  to  worke  vpon  thy  braine 

Imagined  ill:  for  what  it  there  conceiues, 

It  oft  brings  out,  and  in  dijhonour  leaues : 

Thepurejl  things  are  eajieft  to  bejiairid, 

And  its  foone  lojl  which  carefully  was  gain' d. 

Penelope  did  wheele  and  diftaffe  handle, 

And  her  daies  worke  vndid  at  night  by  candle ; 

Nor  labour-forcing  need  compeld  that  taske, 

Which  toiling  daies,  and  tedious  nights  did  aske : 

( For  fhe  was  Queene  of  Ithacke)  'twas  her  name, 

Which  vertuous  care  kept  fpotleffe  free  from  blame; 

One  of  fo  many  fuiters  of  each  fort, 

As  for  her  loue  did  to  her  Court  refort,  (ftaine, 

Not  fpeeding;  would  haue  fpoke  that  might  her 

(  The  greatefl  hate,  when  loue  turtles  to  difdaine.) 
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If  colour  could  haue  made  their  knauery  ftronger, 
But  Enuie  could  not  flnde  a  way  to  wrong  her. 
Be  thou  as  thefe,  carefull  of  houfe-wiferie, 
With  Prouidence  what's  needfull  ftill  fupplie : 
Looke  thy  Maids  be  not  idle,  nor  yet  fpend 
Things  waftingly:  for  they  fo  oft  offend, 
When  careleffe  is  the  Miftris;  yet  with  need 
Ne're  pinch  them,  nor  yet  let  them  e're  exceed : 
The  one  doth  force  them  feeke  thee  to  betray, 
The  other  makes  them  wanton,  and  too  gay ; 
It  is  no  fhame  to  looke  to  euery  thing, 
The  Miftris  eie  doth  oner  profit  bring. 
Salomon  faith,  the  good  Wife  feekes  for  flaxe 
And  wooll,  wherewith  her  hands  glad  trauell  takes: 
Shee's  like  afliip  that  bringeth  bread  from  farre, 
Shee  rifes  ere  appeare  the  morning  Starre; 
Vittles  her  Houfiwld,  giues  her  Maidens  food, 
Surueyes,  and  buyes  a  field,  plants  vines,  with  good 
Gahid  by  her  hands:    What  Merchandize  is  befl 
She  can  difcerne,  nor  dothfiiegoe  to  refl 
When  Phoebus  hides  his  head,  and  barres  his  fight, 
But  by  her  Lampe,  her  hands  doe  take  delight 
To  touch  the  wheele  atidfpindle;  fhe  doth  fir  etch 
Her  hand  to  helpe  the poore  and  needy  wretch: 
Her  words  are  wif dome,  fhe  orefees  her  traine, 
That  idle  none  doe  eat  their  bread  in  value ; 
Her  children  rife  and  bleffe  her,  fweet  delight 
Her  Husband  takes  filill  in  her  happy  fight. 
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Be  thou  this  carefull  Goodwife,  for  to  lend 
Thy  helping  hand,  thy  Husbands  meanes  to  mend. 
Laft  let  thy  conuerfation  be  with  fuch, 
As  foule-mouth'd  malice  can  with  no  crime  tutch: 
I  cannot  but  condemne  fuch  as  delight 
Still  to  be  fad  and  fullen  in  the  fight 
Of  their  owne  Husbands,  as  they  were  in  feare, 
(Sure  guiltie  offome  crime  fuch  Women  are) 
But  when  they  goflip  it  with  other  wiues 
Of  their  owne  cut,  then  they  haue  merrie  Hues, 
Spending,  and  plotting  how  they  may  deceiue 
Their  Husbands,  rule  themfelues,  and  maftrie  haue; 
O  let  fuch  Women  (for  they  make-bates  be 
'Twixt  Man  and  Wife)  neuer  confort  with  thee: 
But  fhunne  them,  as  thou  doft  fee  one  that's  faire 
Flee  the  fmall  poxe ;  both  like  infectious  are. 
The  graue,  ftaid,  blameleffe,  and  religious  Dames, 
Whofe  carriage  hath  procur'd  them  honeft  names; 
Are  fit  companions,  let  fuch  be  thy  Mates, 
When  wearied  with  affaires,  thou  recreates 
Thy  felfe  with  harmeleffe  mirth:  yet  doe  not  walke 
Often  abroad,  that  will  occafion  talke; 
Though  thou  haft  ftore  of friends,  yet  let  none  be 
(Sauing  thy  Husband)  Qounfeller  to  thee; 
Hee's  neereft  to  thee,  and  it  will  indeare  him, 
He  is  thy  felfe,  thou  needed  not  to  feare  him: 
Be  free  with  him,  and  tell  him  all  thy  thought, 
It's  He  muft  helpe,  when  tJwu  haft  need  of  ought; 
N  3  And 
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And  conftantly  beleeue  he'le  loue  thee  beft, 
When  he  fees  thou  preferr'ft  him  'fore  the  reft. 
Thus  Lady,  haue  I  fhew'd  you  how  to  chufe 
A  worthy  Mate,  and  how  you  mould  him  vfe; 
So  chufe,  fo  vfe,  fo  fhall  you  all  your  life 
Be  in  a  Husband  bleft,  he  in  a  Wife: 
And  when  Death  here  fhall  end  your  happy  daies, 
Your  Soules  fhall  raigne  in  Heauen,  on  Earth  your 

(praife. 
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To  the  moft  Noble  Prince 
Charles. 


ifdaine  not  Sir,  this  offering  which  I  make, 
Although  the  incenfe /moke doth  towrefo 
blacke; 

Nor  thinke  my  fires  faint,  'caufethey  darkly Jhine, 
Tapers  burne  dimme,  are  fet  before  a  fhrine. 
Some  better  hap  to  haue  their  firft  fruit  glad, 
This  Comonwoe  mafques  mine  in  mourning/hade: 
And'sflrange,  You  (folely  left  for  our  reliefe) 
For  falue,  doe proue  a  cor'fiue  to  our  griefe: 
Weigh  what  it  is  to  adde  to  thofe  opprefl, 
Then  by  Your  woe,  ours  fliall  not  be  increafl'. 
I  grant,  /z^Sonne  nor  Subie£t  good,  canfmother 
Griefe,forfo  great,  &  good,  a  Queen  &  Mother. 
Yet  moderate  this  forrow;  as  you're  feene 
To  vfe  in  loy,fo  vfe  in  griefe  a  meane, 
Ore  match  thy  matchleffe  felfe,  that  all  may  fee 
Her  courage,  worth  and  loue,  doe  Hue  in  Thee : 
Then  may  this  pen,  which  with  teares  drawes  my 
In  gold "Thy glorious  actions  after  paint,  (plaint, 

Your  Highneffe  moft  humble  feruant, 
Patrick  Hannay. 
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S  doth  a  Mother,  who  before  her 

eyes, 
Her  Ages  hope,  her  onely  Sonne 

efpies 
Butcher'd,   and    bathing   ftill   in 
bloudy  ftrands,  ((lands; 

Rauifht  with  (uddengriefe  amazed 
Nor  iveepes,  nor  fighes,  nor  lets  one  tearc  diftill, 
But  (with  fixt  eye)  ftill  gazeth  on  her  ill: 
But  when  with  time  her  fmothered  grief e  forth  vents, 
She  waftes  her  eyes  in  teares,  her  breath  in  plaints: 
So  we  aftonifht  could  not  tell  our  zuoe; 
Who  doe  grieue  mofl,  leaflfigncs  of  grief e  doc  f how, 
Yet  time  to  thofe,  in  time,  a  time  affords, 
To  weepe  and  waile,  and  fhew  their  ivoe  in  words. 
Time  grant  vs  now  this  time,  left  of  her  praife 
Our  of-fpring  hearing,  and  when  her  fwift  dayes 
Had  run  their  courfe,  they  heare  none  of  our  plaints, 
Doe  either  thinke  fome  Poets  pen  her  paints, 

Or 
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Or  that  they  are  of  the  famefones  all  fprung, 
Which  backward  Pyrrha  and  Deucalion  flung. 
So  that  will  feeme  no  fable,  but  a  ftory, 
If  we  doe  leaue  no  witneffe  that  we're  forry, 
Each  fenfleffe  thing  fhall  vs  vpbraid  to  them, 
And  as  leffe  fenfible  (then  they)  condemne: 
Since  in  each  obiecl  offer'd  to  the  eye, 
Signes  of  fadforrow  fettled  there  we  fee: 
The  Heauens  (tho  grac'd  with  her)  for  vs  are  grieu'd 
And  weepe  in  fhowers  for  that  we  are  bereau'd 
Of  her;  in,  and  for  whom  the  World  was  bleft, 
In  whom  her  kindes  perfeclio7i  did  confift. 
Aquarius  feemes  to  haue  a  folemne  feaft, 
And  that  each  other  Jignes  his  houfhold  gueft. 
Not  one  of  them  now  influence  downe  powres, 
But  what  diftils  in  liquid  weeping  fhowres.    (weeds, 
The  Skies  of  Clowdes  now  make  them  mourning 
And  generall  darknejfe  all  the  world  o're-fpreads : 
What?  hath  the  Sunne  for  a  new  Phaeton 
Abandoned  the  Heauens,  and  beamie  throne? 
Is  the  caufe  theirs?  or  doth  it  touch  vs  nie? 
(Since  with  their  forrow  we  fo  fympathie:) 
No,  it's  becaufe  our  Cynthia  left  this  fpheare, 
The  world  weares  black,  becaufe  Jhe  moues  not  here, 
Her  influence  that  made  it  frefhly  flourifh, 
Leaues  it  to  fade,  and  will  no  more  it  nourifh, 
Leaues  it?  hath  left.  How  can  it  then  fubfift  ? 
Can  that  be  faid  to  be,  which  difpoffeft 

Of 
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0(  foule,  wants  vigor?  this  Queene  was  the  foule, 

Whofe  faculties  worlds  frailties  did  controule; 

Corrected  the  ill  /minors,  and  maintain'd 

In  it  a  wholefome  concord,  while y%<?  raign'd: 

But  now  (/&?  gone)  the  zuorld  feemes  out  of  frame, 

Subord'nate/d^kw.f  now  as  Princes  clame 

Signorie  o're  the  foule,  which  doe  torment 

The  whole  with  anguifh ;  make  the  heart  to  faint, 

Whofe  fad  infection  generally 's  fo  fpred, 

Griefes  Character  on  euery  brow  is  read. 

Our  eies  fo  drop  (wer't  not  God  frees  fhofefidfes) 

The  world  might  dread  a  new  deluge  of  teares. 

Dread?  (thus  diftreft)  zve  rather  fhould  defire 

With  the  worlds  diffolution  to  expire 

Our  lateft  woes,  'twere  better  haue  no  being, 

Then  liue  in  woe,  fo  as  we  are  ftill  dying. 

Leaue  foolifli  pafjion,  dares  thou  thus  repine 

'Gainft  what's  enacted  by  the  powers  diuine? 

Humbly  fubmit,  yet  pafjion  were  a  word, 

Vfeleffe,  a  nothing's  name,  fpeech  fhould  afford 

No  place  for  it,  if  it  mould  not  now  Jhow 

It's  being  by  our  grieuing  in  this  woe: 

Yet  the  wo's  fhort,  which  on  each  foule  hath  feaz'd, 

//  and  the  caufe  can  ne're  be  equaliz'd : 

I  will  not  blaze  her  birth,  defcent  or  State, 

Her  Princely  Progenie,  her  royall  mate: 

They're  knowne  befl,  and  greatefl,  yet  thefe  are 

But  accidentall  honours:  but  this  flarre 

With 
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With  proper  beames  was  fo  refplendent  here, 
Others  (though  bright)  yet  when  flie  did  appeare, 
Did  lofe  their  luftre:  JJie  honour'd  her  place, 
Her  place  not  her:  JJie  Queene,  was  Queen's  fo\e  grace. 
'Twasjlie  the  Antique  Poets  fo  admir'd, 
When  with  prophetique  furie  they  infpir'd, 
Did  faine  the  heauenly  powers,  they  did  fee, 
(As  in  a  dreame)  that  fuch  a  one  fhould  be: 
And  for  each  feuerall  grace,  JJie  fhould  containe, 
One  Deitie  they  did  for  that  ordaine, 
Not  one  for  all,  for  that  too  much  had  beene, 
To  faine  her  like,  whofe  like  was  neuer  feene. 
Nor  is  their  number  equall  to  her  merits, 
For  Jhe  a  farre  off  was  fhew'd  to  thofe  fpirits, 
Now  had  they  liu'd  her  vertues  to  haue  feene ; 
The  Goddeffes  fure  numberleffe  had  beene, 
But's  well  they  did  not,  for  then  JJie  mould  be 
(Though  guiltleffe)  yet  caufe  of  Idolatrie, 
For  they  who  honoured  her  Jliade  before, 
Seeing  Jier  fubjlance  needs  muft  it  adore. 
The  Morallijls  did  all  of  her  diuine, 
When  they  made  euery  vertne  fceminine ; 
And  but  they  knew  that  fuch  a  one  fhould  be, 
Doubtleffe  with  them  vertue  fhould  haue  beene  He. 
Perufe  all  ftories  are  compil'd  by  Man, 
Or  Poets  fictions  fince  the  world  began, 
You  fhall  not  finde  (true  or  imaginarie) 
Like  worth  in  one,  whofe  all's  in  nought  doth  varie. 

Nay, 
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Nay,  take  the  abiecls  in  thefe  bookes  reuil'd 

For  bafeft  parts,  (o  vicious  and  defil'd, 

As  they  feeme  Natures  monfters,  made  in  fcorne, 

As  foiles,  her  other  faire  workes  to  adorne, 

(Contrar's  opposd  doe  others  bejl  fet  forth) 

TJiey  ferue  not  all,  to  parallel  her  zvorth. 

They  are  deceiu'd,  who  fay  the  ivorld  decaies, 

And  ftill  grows  worfe  and  worfe,  as  old  with  daies : 

For  then  this  Age  could  neuer  that  haue  fhowne 

Which  was  long  fince  to  Salomon  vnknowne, 

A  woman:  but  had  he  liued  in  our  times, 

He  might  haue  found  one  fo  deuoid  of  crimes, 

That  her  owne  merits  (if  merits  could  faue) 

Might  iuftly  (as  of  due)  faluation  craue. 

I  rather  thinke  the  worlds  firft  Infancie, 

Growing  more  perfect  with  Antiquitie, 

(As  younglings  doe)  trauel'd  till  now  at  height, 

Big  of  perfection,  brought  this  birth  to  light : 

This  fecond  to  that  Maiden-Mother-Daughter, 

She  only  was  before,  this  only  after: 

For  on  this  Grace  and  Nature  fpent  fuch  ftore, 

As  after  her  we  need  expecl;  none  more, 

And  thofe  who  read  her  praife  when  we  are  gone, 

Would  thinke  we  but  defcrib'd  a  worthy  one, 

Not  that  there  was  one  fuch,  but  that  file  here 

Left  part  of  her,  which  and  it's  feed  mall  beare 

Succefliue  witneffe  to  all  doubtfull  ages, 

Of  her  rare  vertues,  which  in  thofe  deare  pledges 

Still 
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Still  Hue :  they'le  fay  our  praife  came  fhort,  we  dull 
With  fpeech  defe£tiue,  could  not  to  the  full 
Set  forth  her  worth,  which  Jhe  at  death  did  giue: 
Others  may  goods  not  goodneffe  ojf-fpring  leaue. 
¥>\itfhe  bequeath'd  her  goodneffe,  for  her  merit 
Obtain'd  her  iffue  mould  that  wealth  inherit, 
Which  we  poffeffe  in  them,  while  they  doe  preafe 
(As  vfurers)  tha.t  ftocke  ftill  to  increafe: 
Only  ambitious  to  augment  that  Jlore, 
Robbing  the  world,  which  either  is  but  poore : 
Or  feemes  fo,  fet  by  them,  beggers  may  boaft, 
But  they  alone  haue  all  that  wealth  ingroft : 
And  though  that  God  the  worlds  gold  hath  refinde, 
And  tooke  the  tri'd,  He  left  this  veine  behinde, 
Pittying  the  droffe  the  lufter  mould  obfcure, 
Of  her  bright  foule,  while  flefh  did  it  immure. 
Yet  did  He  not  with  it  of  all  bereaue  vs, 
But  with  her  of-fpring,  happineffe  did  leaue  vs. 
For  her  preferment,  why  then  mould  we  toffe 
Our  foules  with  torment?  or  grieue  that  our  loffe 
Hath  Heauen  inrich'd?  or  'caufe  we  held  her  deare, 
Wifh  we  her  punifht,  to  be  liuing  here? 
We  rather  fhould  reloycef7ie  thus  did  leaue  vs, 
And  nought  but  Heauen  alone  of  her  could  reaue  vs. 
O !  fince  that  Cedar  fell  fo  right  at  laft, 
Which  way  it  ftanding  lean'd,  may  well  be  gheft. 
And  fince  the  End  doth  crowne  the  actions  ftill, 
How  Ymedfhe,  who  dying,  di'd  fo  well! 

For 
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For  askt,  \{fhe  did  willing  hence  depart, 

Said,  (rapt  with  heauenly  ioy)  WITH  ALL  My  Hart. 

Though  JleJJi  be  fraile,  yet  hers  fo  void  oifeare, 

(For  death  did  not  in  his  owne  fhape  appeare) 

Did  entertaine  fo  kindly  if  s  owne  foe, 

(Who  came  to  Court,  but  vn'wares  kild  her  fo) 

As  Jhe  efteem'd  it  only  one  hard  thruft 

At  that  ftrait  gate  by  which  to  life  we  muft: 

Faith,  Hope,  and  Lone  poffeft  her  heart  and  minde, 

Leauing  no  place  for  fearefull  thoughts  to  finde: 

Troupes  of  white  Angels  did  her  bed  impaile, 

To  tend  the  foules  flight  from  the  flefhly  gaile, 

It  to  conduct  vnto  that  heauenly  throne, 

Which  Chrifl  prepar'd,  with  glore  to  crowne  her  on, 

O !  how  my  flefh-clog'd  foide  would  fcale  the  skie, 

And  leaue  that  deare  companion  here  to  lie, 

To  fee  Iter  entertain'd,  with  glory  crown'd, 

While  troupes  of  Angels  her  ariuall  found 

To  that  new  kingdome:  they  all  God  doe  praife 

For  her  traiiflation,  and  their  voices  raife, 

In  figne  of  Toy,  but  yet  that  Toy  comes  fhort 

Of  what  they  make  for  moft  to  them  refort, 

For,  for  the  greater  finner,  Chrifl  hath  faid, 

That  doth  repent,  the  greater  toy  is  made: 

Yet  that's  made  vp  in  glore,  for  flu  fo  farre 

Doth  thofe  exceed,  as  one  another  flarre : 

What  may  we  thinke  vnto  her  fonle  is  fhowne, 

When  from  her  bafer-part  fuch  vertue's  flowne 

O  As 
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As  a  fad  reuerent  feare  their  fen/es  pierce, 

Who  fighing  fee  her  forrow-futed-ffearfe: 

What  would  they  doe,  if  their  valid  foule  could  fpie 

Her  fitting  crown'd  aboue  the  ftarrie  skie? 

Sure  they  would  doe  (nay  in  their  hearts  they  doe) 

Euen  at  the  thought  thereof  with  reuerence  bow. 

But  leaue  to  fpeake,  nay,  not  fo  much  as  thinke, 

Leaft  of  thofe  Ioyes  which  ne're  in  heart  could  finke. 

Lets  not  enuyVr,  but  inueigh  'gainft  our  Fate, 

That  we  behinde  her  are  ftaid  here  fo  late : 

And  let's  not  mourne  for  her,  that  fhes  gone  hence, 

But  for  our  /elites,  that  we  are  kept  from  thence 

Whither  file's  gone:  yet  let  no  teare  o're-flow, 

( Sorrow  foone-ceafeth  that's  disburdned  fo ) 

Let  them  ftraine  inward,  if  they'le  needs  diftill, 

And  with  their  drops  thy  hearts  fad  center  fill, 

And  when  Us  full,  it  can  no  more  containe, 

Let  the  caske  breake,  and  drowne  thee  in  that  maine. 


ON  THE  QVEENE. 

He  world's  a  Sea  of  errors,  all  mufl 
pajfe, 

Where  JJielues  and  fands  the  purling 
billow  blindes: 
Mens  bodies  are  fraile  barks  of  brittle  glaffe, 
Whichflillare  tofs  dwithaduerfe tides  dAvindes, 
Reafon's  the  Pylot  that  the  courfe  direcls, 
Which  makes  the  veffell  (as  it's  height)  holdout, 
Paffions  are  partners,  a  flill-iar  ring-rout : 
Succumbing-thoughts  are  life-inuading  leakes. 
How  built  her  body!  fuch  a  voyage  made; 
How  great  her  reafon !  which  fo  rightly  f way  d; 
How  pliant  paffions!  which  fo  well  obay'd; 
How  dfo#//£y  thoughts,  vaine  doubts  durfl  nJrein- 

(uade. 

Her  body,  reafon,  paffions,  thoughts  did  'gree, 
To  make  her  life  the  Art  to  faile  this  Sea. 

O     2 
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The  Second  Elegie 

Ach    Qountrie  now  contributes  to  the 
Thames, 

Which    a    fupport    of    euerie    currant 
clames: 

Why  doft  thou  fo  fweet  Thames?  Is  not  thy  forrow 
Sufficient  for  thy  felfe,  but  thou  muft  borrow? 
Or  wants  thy  waters  worth  for  fuch  a  charge, 
As  to  conduct  Great  ANNES  laft  \>o<\y&-barge? 
Or  is  it  'caufe  fo  iuft  and  kinde  thou  art, 
Thou' It  not  incroach  that,  wherein  each  hath  part? 
Sure  that's  the  caufe;  the  loffe  is  generall, 
And  that  laft  Office  muft  be  helpt  by  all. 
Yet  wonder  not  they  come  not  now  fo  fweet, 
As  they  doe  vfe,  when  they  to  folace  meet : 
They're  not  themfelues,  they  are  compounded  things, 
For  euery  one  his  lateft  offring  brings, 
And  fends  it  by  thefe  Brookes,  vnto  Her  Shrine, 
Whofe  waters  with  their  teares  are  turned  brine : 
Each  fubie&s  cheeke  fuch  falling  drops  diftaine, 
As  if  to  dew,  Jighes  had  diffolu'd  the  braine: 
Which  from  their  eyes  ftill  in  abundance  powre, 
Like  a  moift  haile,  or  liquid  pearly  fhowre : 
Which  in  fuch  hafte,  each  one  another  chafes, 
Making  fwift  torrents  in  late  torrid  places, 
Difgorging  in  thefe  Brookes,  making  them  rife, 
So  's  foueraigne  Thames  almoft  feares  a  furprife: 

O  3  Feare 
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Feare  not  (faire  Queene)  it  is  not  their  ambition, 
But  fwelling  forrow,  that  breeds  thy  fufpition: 
It's  forrozv  feeds  thofe  currents  and  thofe  rils, 
Which  thy  vaft  channell  with  an  Ocean  fils, 
Which  eye-bred-humor  fo  hath  chang'd  thy  Nature, 
Thy  fifties  thinke  they  Hue  not  in  thy  water: 
It,  or  their  tafte  is  alter'd,  for  they  thinke 
For  thy  fweet  Jlreames  they  briny  liquor  drinke: 
How  weary'd  is  thy  Sifter  famous  Forth, 
Bringing  fad  Scotland's  forrowes  from  the  North; 
Who  comes  not  out  of  dutie,  as  the  reft 
Who  vnto  Thames  their  carefull  courfe  adreft ; 
She  comes,  her  equall,  will  not  yeeld  in  teares, 
In  fubiecls  forrow"  s  nor  in  countries  cares. 
Great  Neptune  s  felfe  doth  feare  inuafiue  wrong, 
Seeing  her  ftrange  waues  through  his  waters  throng ; 
And  caufeth  Triton  to  found  an  alarme, 
To  warne  the  Sea-Gods  in  all  hafte  to  arme; 
Who  bringing  billowes  in  braue  battell-ray, 
Doe  meane  Forth 's  fury  with  their  force  to  ftay : 
But  when  they  fee  her  thus  all  wrapt  in  woe, 
And  the  fad  caufe  of  her  iuft  forrow  know; 
They  lay  not  their  defenfiue  armes  afide, 
But  as  a  guard,  her  through  their  gulfes  doe  guide ; 
Striuing  with  all  the  pleafures  of  the  Maine, 
This  grieuing-ftranger-^^;^  to  entertaine, 
Out  through  their  bours  of  cleare  tranfparant  waues, 
Cryjlalline-wainfcot,  pearle  the  bottome  paues : 

Her 
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Her  they  conduct,  and  to  abate  her  woe, 
Their  Sea-delights  and  riches  all  they  fhow, 
Which  Neptune  (now  in  loue)  would  gladly  giue  her 
For  lone,  yet  dares  not  offer  left  hee  grieue  her\ 
Who  loues  atid  would  not  Jiaue  his  loue  vnkinde, 
Mujl  wooe  apleafant  humor,  vacant  minde: 
This  makes  him  ftay  his  fute,  and  ftriue  to  pleafe 
With  all  the  ^^-allurements  of  the  Seas : 
Yet  all  doe  not  fo  much  as  moue  one  fmile, 
An  anxious  forrow  foone  difcouer'th  guile \ 
Yet  he  will  guide  and  guard  her  grieuing  ftreames, 
Whom  at  Iter  entry  in  the  wifhed  Thames 
He  leaues,  and  vowes  in  difcontent  to  mourne; 
Till  faireft  Forth  backe  to  the  Sea  returne. 
Her  fifter  her  receiues  with  kind  embrace, 
Their  liquid  armes  clafping,  they  interlace 
In  loue  fo  ftraight,  they  cannot  be  vntwinde ; 
They  feeme  both  one,  in  body  and  in  minde. 
O  happy  vnio?i!  labour'd  long  in  vaine, 
Referu'd  by  God  to  lames  his  ioyfull  raigne, 
And  Annes;  O  bleffed  couple  fo  efteem'd 
By  all  fore-knowing  loue,  that  He  them  deem'd 
Worthy  each  other,  and  to  weare  that  Iemme, 
Bleft  Britaines  now  vnited-Diademe. 
He  efteem'd  none,  worthy  to  wear't  before  them, 
But  kept  it  ftill  in  ftore,  for  to  decore  them. 
How  did  He  fuffer  thofe  two  Kingdomes  trie 
All  open  power,  and  priuate  policie\ 
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Yet  flill  increafed  difcord,  others  force 
Ma.de/eparatwfi  greater,  fu'd  diuorce. 
How  did  one  teare  the  other,  fpare  no  toyle, 
To  bath  in  bloud  the  neighbours  fertile  foile; 
Wrath,  difcord,  malice,  enuy,  rapine,  Jlrife, 
Thefts,  rapes,  and  murderous  mifchieues  were  fo  rife, 
None  liu'd  fecure,  while  each  King  did  protect 
The  others  fugitiues,  (for  his  refpect) 
Thus  looking  for  no  reft,  or  end  of  hate, 
But  with  the  mine  of  the  aduerfe  State: 
God,  he  effects  it  (that  to  him  alone 
We  might  afcribe  the  honour;  and  being  one, 
We  might  loue  better :  Twixt  vnitedfoes, 
And  feparated  friends,  loue  and  hate groes 
To  greateft  heights : )  And  for  this  end  doth  raife, 
(Vfing  the  meanes)  the  honour  of  his  dayes, 
Great  I  AMES,  the  toy  prefaging  Northerne  Starr e, 
Whofe  radiant  light  illuminates  fo  farre, 
As  it  doth  warme  with  its  all-quickning-beames 
The  frozen-loue  betwixt  the  Toy  and  Thames; 
With  wonder  and  delight,  drawing  all  hearts 
And  eyes,  to  loue  and  fee  his  Princely  parts. 
And  (what  is  ftrange)  who  hated  moft  before, 
With  admiration,  moft  his  worth  adore, 
Wifhing  they  were  his  fubie&s :  He  is  King 
Alreadie  of  their  hearts;  the  poyfon'd  fling 
Of  rancor  is  remou'd,  for  loue  they  call  him, 
And  with  their  Kingdomes  ornaments  inftall  him, 

Great 
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Great  confidence  his  vertuous  life  muft  bring, 
Whom  fuch  old  foes,  hue  forces  make  their  King. 
Where  was  ere  heard,  of  emulating  foes, 
(Rooted  in  hate  with  others  ouerthrowes 
Such  and  fo  long)  that  did  their  wrath  appeafe, 
And  yeeld  (won  but  by  hue)  to  right,  as  thefe? 
Yet  doe  they  not  repent,  they  finde  report 
Sometime  is  wrong'd,  and  may  indeed  come  fhort 
In  commendations;  yet  its  rare  (as  here) 
For  fhe's  a  woman,  and  (by  kinde)  will  beare 
More  then  Jlie  fhould:  but  his  laft  fubiects  finde 
Themfelues  with  Saba's  Queene  of  felf-fame  minde, 
That  fame  (though  faying  by  beliefe)  had  wrong'd 
Two  Kings,  not  telling  halfe  to  each  that  long'd ; 
For  England  heard  not,  nor  could  it  haue  thought, 
That  Scotldds  king  fuch  wonders  could  haue  wrought 
Long  may  he  Hue,  and  die  well,  full  of  yeeres, 
And  when  his  death  (hall  draw  vs  dry  with  teares, 
On  Britaines  Throne  may  his  feed  euer  raigne, 
Till  Chrift  doe  come  (to  iudge  the  world)  againe. 
Who  would  haue  thought  from  the  Scot-hated-Dane, 
Whom  vanquifh'd  England  fo  much  did  difdaine, 
(Oppreft  with  bafe  fubie£tion)  they  did  turne, 
(Being  freed)  Lord-dane  to  lurdane  for  a  fcorne; 
Who  would  haue  thoght  (I  fay)  fro  Dane  mold  fpring 
One,  who  from  Scots  and  EnglifJi  eyes  fhould  wring 
Such  heartie  teares ;  muft  not  her  worth  be  much, 
Since  we  doe  finde  /^-loue-efifeclis  proue  fuch, 
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How  great  that  worth  (in  fuch,  fuch  loue  could  breed) 

O  let  it  Hue  for  euer  in  her  feed: 

And  let  that  loue  in  our  hearts  neuer  die, 

But  euer  Hue  to  her  Pofteritie: 

And  thofe  fweet  ftreames  her  mate  and  fhe  combinde 

In  loue,  O  let  their  armes  be  nere  vntwinde 

From  kinde  embraces,  and  though  now  their  gree- 

Be  not  fo  ioyfull  as  at  other  meetings;  (tings 

Yet  is  their  loue  all  one,  they  take  one  part, 

The  one  ioyes  not,  the  other  fad  at  heart : 

They  furfeit  now  inforrow,  then  in  pleafure; 

Toy  then  exceeds,  grief e  now  is  aboue  meafure. 

To  honour  Charles  (our  hope)  when  they  met  lafb, 

How  did  they  rob  each  meadow  as  they  paft, 

Of fweetes,  each  banke  a  pofie  did  beftow, 

Of  faireft  flowers,  that  on  his  brim  did  grow: 

Thefe  and  fuch  like,  they  brought  from  euery  part, 

And  gratulations  from  each,  fubiecls  heart: 

They  fwel'd  with,  pride,  rifing  in  loftie  waues, 

And  all  the  neighbour  bordring  bankes  out-braues : 

Their  fiflies  frolick'd,  fhewing  ioy  by  gefture, 

The  waters  (wantonizing)  woo'd  their  Mafler; 

So  faft  their  billowes  'bout  his  bleft  barge  throng'd, 

They  hurt  themfelues  oft,  oft  their  fellowes  wrong'd : 

Each  would  be  firft,  on  others  back.es  fome  ride, 

Some  vnder  others  flippry  moulders  Aide, 

Though  beat  with  ores,  yet  will  they  not  turne  back, 

For  they  their  humble  proftrate  homage  make : 

The 
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The  Sun  then  guilt  each  gliftring-glaflie-coat, 
Thofe  Marin-mafquers  wore,  danc'd  'bout  his  boat, 
Who  by  the  muficke  meafur'd  not  their  paces; 
Deaf'd  with  a  confus'd  cry  from  diuers  places, 
Of  maidens,  matrons,  aged  men,  and  boyes, 
Which  from  each  quarter  made  a  confus'd  noyfe 
Of  hearty  Aue's,  welcomming  their  Prince, 
Eccho  (with  anfwering  tyr'd)  was  mute  ftill  fince. 
The  Qitie  with  the  fubnrbs  did  appeare 
Like  a  large  Theater  when  he  came  neare : 
Eeach  window,  wall,  each  turret  top  and  Jleeple, 
Was  fild  with  euery  age,  fexe,  fort  of  people: 
So  asfome  thought  (who  earft  had  neuer  feene 
Such  numbers)  that  the  buildings  all  had  beene 
Of  Imagry  contriu'd,  by  cunning  Art: 
For  on  the  ground,  the  Brewer  in  his  cart, 
The  Sculler,  Carman,  and  the  bafer  fort, 
Seem'd  ftrong  and  rudely  caru'd  dowries,  to  fupport 
The  ftately  frame :  Maides,  Prentifes  and  groomes, 
Made  Jhop-doore,  window  Jlale,  and  lower  roomes: 
The  batlements,  houfe-couerings  and  the  leads, 
As  tyles  or  Jlates,  yong  boyes  and  girles  ore-fpreads : 
(The  middle  roomes  all  round  about  the  Thames, 
Which  Ladies  held,  and  choifer  Citie-Dames ) 
Such  tooke  for  /paces,  which  faire  Jlatues  held, 
Where  Caruer  and  the  Painter  both  exceld ; 
So  pure  complexions  thefe  feem'd  made  by  Art, 
As  Nature  neuer  did  the  like  impart 
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To  louely youth;   The  large,  low,  open  breaft, 
Full,  white,  round,  fwelfaig,  azure-vain 'd,  increajl 
The  error,  for  they  thought  none  Hiring  would 
Lay  out  fuch  parts,  for  all  eyes  to  behold : 
So  curious  were  the  colours  which  were  fhowne, 
As  Nature  hardly  could  from  Art  be  knowne: 
So  that  they  could  adiudge  them  due  to  neither: 
But  participles,  taking  part  of  either, 
Yet  all  by  voyce  and  gejlure  feemed  glad, 
Wonder  it  was  to  fee  a  thing  looke  fad. 
Now  its  not  fo,  the  offrings  are  but  teares, 
The  Jighes,  and  groanes,  of  Britaines  bleft-reft  fheres 
Are  now  the  acclamations;  thefe  two  Jlreames, 
Compounded  waters  of  mixt  forrow  feemes; 
Yet  walke  they  hand  in  hand  with  equall  pace, 
T'wards  that  late  pleafant,  but  now  penfiue  place 
Where  forrow  futed  in  a  fable  weed, 
Doth  with  a  mourning  vaile  each  heart  ore-fpread, 
And  Phcebus  for  to  make  the  world  and  minde 
To  weare  one  liuerie,  all  his  beames  confinde, 
Dimming  each  eye  in  darkneffe  of  the  night, 
Either  afham'd  to  mourne  in  open  fight, 
Or  loth  to  alter  with  his  brighter  Jlreames 
Our  late  obfcured  Cynthia  s  leffer  gleames ; 
For  her  Hedfoule  which  doth  with  glory  mine, 
Left  with  it's  lodging  fomething  that's  diuine, 
Which  with  reflection  fmileth  on  thefe  raies, 
Which  her  bright  foule  now  from  the  skies  difplays. 
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And  thefe  light  orbes  which  with  fuch  fwiftnes  roule 
About  the  Heauens,  acquainted  with  her  foule, 
To  light  her  corps,  doe  fet  in  euery  porch 
Of  the  damantine  Heauen,  a  ftarry  torch, 
Which  darkned  with  the  weeping  Earths  moift  va- 
Are  her  laft  lampes  and  neuer-dying  tapers,    (pours, 
Thames  trembles,  Forth  doth  feuerife  for  feare, 
Both  roare  to  fee  their  foueraigne  thus  appeare: 
Their  billowes  breake  their  hearts  againft  the  Jhore, 
Their  fifties  faint  (yet  cannot  tell  wherefore) 
But  when  they  float  vpon  the  water  crop, 
And  fee  the  teares  from  eies  and  Oars  which  drop ; 
They  thinke  them  all  too  few,  and  adde  their  owne, 
And  fwimme  in  proper  waters  (earft  vnknowne) 
The  water-Nymphes  now  round  about  Iter  boat, 
Cloath'd  in  fad  fable  mourning  habits  float, 
The  Hamadryads,  and  the  Siluans  all 
To  beare  a  part  in  this  complaint  they  call. 
Who  fince  her  death,  had  praftis'd  in  their  teares, 
Str ernes  deepe  enough :  none  now  the  water  feares, 
They  brought  with  them  fweet  Camomile  and  Rew, 
Mint,  Spicknard,  Marioram,  her  way  they  ftrew, 
"With  fiowers  of  choicer!:  colour  and  oifent, 
Which  from  the  flender-weeping-ftalke  was  rent. 
Her  Exequies  thefe  Nymphes  together  fing, 
Till  with  this  confort,  Heauen  and  Earth  doth  ring : 
Heauens  inuying  our  waters,  walkes,  and  woods, 
Hath  reft  our  ioy,  andplacd  her  'mongfl  the  Gods. 
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No  more  our  wandring  wanes  fhall  wantonize, 
No  more  fhall  fwelling  billowes  braue  the  aids; 
No  more  mail  purling  Zephyr  curie  0«r  todT; 
No  more  w'/<?  foamy-powders  thereon  fpread, 
No  more  fhall  now  Meandrian  walkes  delight  vs, 
No  more  defpaire  with  death  fhall  now  affright  vs, 
Since  heauen  enuying  our  late  happie  floods, 
Hath  'reft  our  ioy,  and  plaid  her  'mongfl  the  Gods. 
Wee' I  take  no  fport  now  to  perfue  the  Fawne, 
Wee' I  no  more  tread  light  meafures  on  the  Lawne, 
Wee  I  decke  our  heads  no  more  with  Fiords  flowers, 
Wee' I  wooe  no  more  our  woody  Paramours, 
Wee' I  beare  no  part  hereafter  with  the  birds, 
Wee' I  weep  for  woe,  and  teach  them  waile  in  words ; 
Since  heatien  enuying  our  late  happy  woods, 
Hath  reft  our  ioy,  andplac'd  her  'mongft  the  Gods. 
Wee' I  hide  our  heads  within  our  fhores  and  fhelues. 
Weil  dwell  in  darkefl  cypreffe  groues  with  elues. 
No  more  wee' I  folace  in  great  Neptunes  hals, 
No  more  wee' I  dance  at  Syluanes  feftiuals, 
Becaufe  flii  s  gone,  whofe  glory  grac'd  our  floods, 
Becaufe  fhis  gone,  who  honour  d  walkes  and  woods. 

Thus  fung  they  her  along,  but  come  to  fhore, 
Where  Jhe  mufl  leaue  them,  they  ne're  fee  her  more, 
They  finke  to  bottome,  either  in  a  fwone, 
Or  elfe  themf elues  (now  loathing  life)  to  drowne. 
The  Forth  and  Thames  lofing  their  fo  lou'd-Jight, 
Vow,  yearely  to  renew  their  woes,  that  night. 

An 
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POwer  to  doe  ill,  and  practife  only  good, 
Humbleft  in  hart,higheft  in  place  c^bloud, 
Faireft,  and  heft  from  loofe-dejires  in  thought, 
Pleafures  to  tempt, yet  not  diftamd in  ought: 
With  anxious  care,  in  courage  nere  deiecled) 
Though  caufe  o/'ioy,  with  no  vaine-ioy  affecled. 
Know  Reader,  whenfoere  thefe  lines  you  /can, 
Such  (and none  fuch  but  fhe)  was  our  Queene 

(Anne. 
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A  Wife,  a  Daughter,  Sifter  to  a  King, 

4 

Mother  to  thofe,  whofe  hopes  doe  higher  fpring, 

1234 
Chafte,  faire,  wife,  kinde;  firjl,  Crowne-vnited 

wore, 

We  knew  hex  fuck,  and  held  her  for  no  more, 

77iat(hewas  more,  Gods  daughter and heauens 

heire, 
We  know,  lincepartedhencehe  crown  d her  there. 
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TO    TH  E    RIGHT 

HONORABLE    Sr   Andrew 

Gray  KNIGHT,  COLONELL 

of  a  foot  regiment,  and  Generall  of 

the  Artillerie  to  the  high  and 

mightie  Prince  Fredericke 

King  of  Bohemia. 


F  of  thefe  labours  I  did  none 

direcl, 
Bratiefir,  to  you  for  offering  or 

forfkield, 
Since  you  fo  fatherly  did  me 

affecl, 
When  firfl  you  didconducl  me 
to  the  field: 
I  iuflly  might  be  taxed  as  ingrate, 
Deferuedly  your  loue  might  turne  to  hate. 

P  3  Let 
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Letjhriller  Mufquet,  Cannon,  Ctduering, 
(Part  of  thy  charge)  with  the  skie-tearing-balls, 
Which  treble,  bafe,  meane,  tenor  rudely  Jing 
To  bloudy  Mars,  forcing  the  dancing  walls, 
Giue  place  a  f pace  while  I  doe  enter taine 
Your  eares  with  Muficke  of  a  milder  flraine. 


( meafure, 
Sterne  Mars himfelfe  hath  hath  oft-times  dancda 
(Armes  laid  afide)  his  Minions  mofl  deare 
Hatie  wood  the  Mufes,  and  haue  taken  pleafure 
To  tune  their  owne,  and  others  notes  to  heare: 
Thou  art  a  proof  e  hereof  thy  f elf  e  mofl plaine, 
Who  in  their  Art  haft  hadfofweet  a  vaine. 


To  none  more  aptly  can  I  then  direcl 
Thefe  lines  then  thee,  who  both  hafl  skill  to protie, 
And  worth  (more  then  their  errors)  to  protect, 
To  none  Tmfo  indebted  for  fuch  loue. 
Accept  them  as  theyrefent  with  loue fincere, 
With  kind conflruc~lion  readthe?n  whil/lyou're 

(here. 
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/  know  thy  haughtie  fpirit  much  difdaines 
This  lot  fid  detention,  for  I  hatie  beene  by 
When  thy  hot  courage  well-nie  crack 'd  the  raines 
Offiricl  command,  (when  the  fierce  foe  drew  nie) 
That  to  thy  valour  freedome  was  not  giuen, 
Thofe  Popifh  hirelings  might  bytheebefJiriven. 


Nor  was  it  zvage  or  want  tliatfpurd  thee  on, 
No  hope  offpoile  nor  thirfli7ig  after  bloud\ 
Butworth-bred-lotteoftliatrare Paragon,  (flood. 
Thy  deare  Kings  daughter,  whofe  catife  doubtfull 
ffad  doubted-Mansklt  led,  you  had  your  will, 
Pylfen  preuented  had  this  hapned  ill. 


YetJhrinkesHenot,  northou,you  both  earne more, 
(That  croffeyour  courage  rather  doth  inflame) 
Withfharpe  reuenge  the  loflflate  to  reflore 
To  that  mofl  worthie,  befl  deferuing  Dame, 
Whom  euen  her  enemies  fo  much  doe  honour, 
As  women's  rarefl praifes  they  throw  on  her. 
P  4  There 
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There  are  nine  Worthies  hitherto  of  men, 
But  of  all  women,  I  not  read  of  any: 
I  know  not  then,  whether  fhe  makes  them  ten, 
Or  of  her  fexe  firft  number  vnto  many: 
Infpirit,  courage,  valour,  to  thofe  nine 
Shes  equally  Women  none  yet  fo  diuine. 


Goe  in  Her  caufe,fucceffe  crowne  thy  defer es, 
Soone  may  I  cliange  this  foftly  tuned fong, 
Inflamd  with  new  and  vnacquainted  fires, 
Tofeng  the  Enemies  reuenged  wrong: 
Oh  how  I  long  in  high  heroicke  verfe, 
Their  mine,  and  Her  rifing  to  rehearfe. 

Euer  yours  moft  affectionate  in  all 
humble  dutie, 

Patrick  Hannay. 


ggggg^gggggggwooo^Mftaaa 
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Ad  Sheretine  was  feiz'd, 

And  wounded  fo  with  woe, 
Fra  He  faire  Marianas  faith 

Was  falfified  did  know. 
Fra  time  he  knew  that  her 

Another  did  poffeffe, 
Whom  in  his  heart  he  had  propos'd 
His  height  of  happineffe : 
His  tongue  was  forrow-tied, 

His  paflion  inward  pent, 
His  woes  no  paffage  could  procure, 

Forth  from  his  heart  to  vent. 


He 
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Hee  fcarce  beleeues  it  fo, 

Although  himfelfe  it  fees: 
To  free  her  of  fo  foule  a  fault, 

He  blames  his  blameleffe  eies: 
But  when  he  found  her  falfe, 

Her  vowes  and  oathes  vntrue, 
As  after  he  could  ioy  in  nought, 

He  bids  the  world  adue. 
His  woes  to  aggrauate, 

He  caufes  doth  inuent, 
Though  caufe  of  care  he  had  enough, 

How  he  might  more  lament, 
A  wofull  banifhment 

He  willing  vndertakes : 
And  comfort-caufing  company 

He  vtterly  forfakes. 
In  a  care-clothed  fhade, 

From  eie  and  eare  remoued, 
He  thus  with  woe  begins  to  waile 

The  loffe  of  his  beloued. 
Ah  Mariana  ah! 

Is  thus  my  loue  repai'd? 
Doe  my  fires  ftill  fo  frefhly  burne : 

And  are  thy  flames  decai'd? 
How  conftant  haue  I  proued? 

Though  many  baits  there  were 
Where  I  haue  beene,  yet  none  had  force 

My  fancie  to  infnare. 

Nor 
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Nor  fince  thy  fauour  firft 

Kindled  my  quenchlefle  fire, 
Did  I  fee  beautie  that  could  breed 

A  dram  of  deare  defire ; 
Or  if  'mongft  faireft  faires 

I  thought  one  did  excell : 
My  loue  was  iealous  of  that  thought, 

And  ftraight  did  it  repell : 
Wherein  then  did  I  faile? 

My  heart  doth  hold  it  ftrange, 
That  feeing  I  haue  lou'd  fo  well, 

I  mould  finde  fuch  a  change. 
No  doubt  the  gods  were  grieu'd, 

That  I  did  thee  adore ; 
'Caufe  therein  I  Idolatriz'd, 

Haue  plagued  me  therefore. 
Yet  fhould  not  that  in  thee, 

Leaft  alteration  mou'd: 
It  rather  mould  thy  loue  indear'd, 

To  be  fo  dearely  lou'd : 
Had'ft  thou  with  proud  difdaine 

My  fauour  firft  refus'd, 
I  might  haue  blam'd  my  hapleffe  fate, 

But  not  thy  crime  accus'd. 
My  loue  with  time  had  died: 

Or  if  it  ftill  had  liu'd, 
My  care  this  comfort  yet  had  had, 

That  I  for  worth  had  grieu'd. 

But 
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But  thou  by  granting  loue, 

Didft  bring  me  to  fuch  height 
Of  hoped  ioyes,  to  fuch  a  low 

Haft  caft  me  with  defpight, 
That  the  fad  fouenance 

Of  fuch  a  loue  fo  loft, 
Is  now  my  greateft  caufe  of  griefe, 

And  doth  moleft  me  moft. 
For  if  I  nere  had  gain'd, 

My  griefe  had  not  beene  fuch, 
The  once-rich  poore  man  grieueth  more 

Then  he  that  nere  was  rich. 
Whom  Nature  with  her  gifts 

'Boue  others  did  indue; 
O !  that  ads  woe  vnto  my  woe, 

That  fhe  fhould  proue  vntrue. 
If  whilft  on  bloudy  Mars 

I  boldly  did  attend, 
By  fome  braue  hand  had  I  exhal'd, 

Before  thy  crime  was  kend, 
Then  had  my  wronged  Ghoft 

(Not  confcious  of  this) 
With  ioy  expected  thy  approach, 

To  the  Elizian  bliffe. 
Or  if  it  there  had  grieu'd, 

The  fole  caufe  of  its  mone 
Had  beene  left  that  thou  fhouldft  haue  grieu'd 

To  heare  that  I  was  gone. 

But 
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But  now  me  thinkes  I  heare 

Thy  Turian  with  fcorne 
Vpbraid  thy  crime  as  my  difgrace ; 

Fond  Sheretirts  forlorne. 
Me  thinks  thou  feconds  him, 

Not  fenfible  thereof; 
And  thy  true  louing  Sheretine 

Remembered  with  a  fcoffe. 
Another  being  wrong'd 

By  fuch  a  deepe  difdaine, 
Inrag'd  might  count  it  greater  good 

To  lofe  fuch  then  obtaine. 
But  that  the  world  may  fee, 

My  fird  fires  were  not  fain'd ; 
They  fhall  not  therefore  be  extinct, 

'Caufe  I  am  thus  difdain'd. 
No,  Turian  whom  I  mod 

Doe  hate  and  lead  refpect; 
'Caufe  thou  doed  loue  and  honour  him, 

I'le  honour  and  affe6l. 
By  that  (dill  deare)  thou'lt  know 

By  leauing  me  whats  lod, 
If  loue  difdain'd  can  doe  fo  much, 

What  had  it  nere  beene  crod? 
But  now  fince  it's  thy  will 

That  I  doe  fuffer  woe, 
I  doe  endeuour  for  thy  fake 

The  greated  griefe  to  know. 

Beare 
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Beare  witneffe  with  me  woods, 

Weeds  watered  with  teares, 
How  I  doe  Hue  deuoid  of  ioy, 

But  you  ther's  none  me  hears : 
Nor  ere  fhall  more  content 

Seize  on  my  heauy  heart, 
Witneffe  with  me  while  from  this  clay 

My  fad  foule  doe  depart. 
And  Mariana  faire 

My  firft  and  latefh  loue, 
My  laft  words  fhall  be  that  the  heauens 

May  bleffe  Thee  from  aboue : 
That  thou  maift  ftill  inioy 

The  beft  of  fweet  content ; 
And  let  my  death  (fmce  loue  could  not) 

Moue  Thee  this  fault  repent. 
That  when  from  hence  thou  fleet'ft, 

Thy  vnafflifted  fpirit 
May  with  of  like-fault-guiltleffe  foules 

A  ioyfull  peace  inherit. 
That  faid  he  and  no  more, 

But  on  the  bitter  weeds 
His  flefh  forfaken  feeble  limmes 

He  languifhingly  fpreads.  - 
His  weary  foule  remoues, 

Death  feiz'd  him  by  degrees ; 
So  true  loues  Martyr  (not  fo  wrong'd 

As  he  deem'd)  thus  he  dies. 


Sonnet 
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Sonnet  I. 

Ele,  beauty,  admiration,  loue,  defire, 
Did  ioyne  in  one  to  fet  my  heart  on  fire. 
My  eie  did  fee  that  beauty  did  furpafle, 
That  boundles  beauty  made  me  much  admire : 
With  admiration  loue  conceiued  was, 
And  loue  brought  forth  and  nourifh'd  my  defire ; 
Which  now  is  growne  vnto  fo  great  perfection, 
It  fees,  admires,  conceiues,  feeds  fans  direction. 

Sonnet  II. 

EXperienc'd  nature  in  this  latter  age, 
Willing  her  Mafter-peece  mould  then  be  wroght 

Such  my  faire  Ccelia  fet  on  earths  large  ftage, 

As  all  the  Gods  in  emulation  brought; 

For  they  did  thinke,  if  Nature  only  might 

Brag  of  her  worth,  fhe  mould  infult  ore  them. 

Wherefore  they  'greed  to  haue  an  equall  right, 

That  they  of  her  perfection  part  might  claime, 

Pallas  gaue  wifdome,  Iuno  ftatelineffe, 

And  the  milde  morning  gaue  her  modefty: 

The  Graces  cariage,  Venus  louelineffe, 

And  chafte  Diana  choifeft  chaftitie: 

Thus  heauen  and  earth  their  powers  did  combine 
To  make  her  perfect;  kind  loue  make  her  mine. 

Sonnet 
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Sonnet  III. 

WHilft  wandring  thoughts  vnfetled  in  defire, 
Did  roue  at  randome  in  the  fields  of  loue, 
Where  fancie  found  faire  obiects  fit  to  fire 
Frozen  affection,  choice  did  choice  remoue: 
Cupid  contemn'd  taking  it  much  at  heart, 
For  fpite  his  dames  loofe  darling  made  delight  me; 
She  leauing  Venus  taking  hinds  part, 
With  new  chart  thoughts,  &  fires  'gins  to  requite  me. 
Proud  Cytherea  angrie  with  her  wench, 
Seekes  in  my  heart  a  hate  of  her  to  breed, 
So  blaz'd  her  faults,  which  foon  my  fires  did  quench, 
But  Malice  JIM  lights  on  the  owners  head: 
For  this  the  ill  that  all  her  enuie  wrought ; 
It  made  her  chafte,  me  author  of  that  thought. 

Sonnet  I  III. 

ONce  early  as  the  ruddy  bafhfull  Morne 
Did  leaue  Dan  Phoebus  purple'  ftreaming  bed, 
And  did  with  fcarlet  ftreames  Eaft-heau'n  adorne, 
I  to  my  faireft  Ccelia's  chamber  fped : 
She  Goddeffe-like  flood  combing  of  her  haire, 
Which  like  a  fable  veile  did  cloath  her  round, 
Her  Iuorie  combe  was  white,  her  hand  more  faire : 
She  flraight  and  tall,  her  treffes  trail'd  to  ground ; 

Amaz'd 
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Amaz'd  I  flood,  thinking  my  deare  had  beene 
Turn'd  Goddeffe,  euery  fenfe  to  fight  was  gone, 
With  bafhfull  blufh  my  bliffe  fled  I  once  feene, 
Left  me  transformed  (as  it  were)  in  ftone. 
Yet  did  I  wifh  fo  euer  t'haue  remain'd, 
Had  me  but  ftay'd,  and  I  my  fight  retain'd. 

Sonnet  V. 

(afpire, 

T  T\  7"Hile  I  doe  Hope  my  thoughts  doe  high 

V    V  In  deepe  Defpaire  thefe  hopes  are  quickly 

Sometimes  I  burne  with  an  Etnean  fire:    (drown'd; 

Sometimes  I  freeze :  I  fwim,  ftraight  finke  to  ground. 

O  fince  fuch  changes  in  my  loue  I  finde, 

Death  change  my  life;  or  Loue  my  Ccelicis  minde. 

Sonnet  VI. 

Alluding  to  Hope. 

(white, 

HOpe  makes  the  Sea  bee  plow'd  in  furrowes 
That  in  the  end  fweet  gaine  may  thence  arife ; 
Hope  makes  the  toyling  Trades-man  take  delight 
To  labour  ear'  and  late  with  watchfull  eyes. 

Hope  makes  the  Shepheard  in  the  Winter  care 
To  tend  his  flocke,  and  lodge  them  from  the  cold. 
Hope  makes  the  Soldier  fight,  fencelefle  of  Feare 
'Mongft  hot  alarmes;  both  watch  and  ward  to  hold. 
Q  The 
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The  Sea-man's  hope  rich  merchandife  repaies: 
The  Trades-man's  hope  is  anfwer'd  with  his  hyre, 
Yong  Lambs  and  Wooll,  the  Shepheards  charge  de- 
The  Soldiers  wage  is  that  fie  doth  require,    (frayes, 

I  doe  for  Hope  more  then  all  thefe  fuftaine, 
Yet  Hope  with  no  reward  repaies  by  paine. 


Song  II. 
Amantium  tree  amoris  redintegratio  eji. 

Ccelia  iealous  (left  I  did 
In  my  heart  affect  another) 
Me  her  company  forbid, 

Women  cannot  pajfion  /mother. 

The  dearer  loue  the  more  difdaine, 
When  truth  is  with  diftruft  requited; 

I  vow'd  (in  anger)  to  abftaine, 

Shee  found  her  fault  and  me  inuited. 

I  came  with  intent  to  chide  her 

(Caufe  fhe  had  true  loue  abus'd) 
Refolu'd  neuer  to  abide  her, 

Yet  her  fault  fhe  fo  excus'd, 

As 
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As  it  did  me  more  intangle, 

Telling,  True  loue  mujl  haue  feares; 
They  nere  lou'd  that  nere  did  wrangle, 

Louers  iarres,  but  loueindeares. 


Sonnet  VII. 

WHen  as  I  wake  I  dreame  oft  of  my  deare, 
And  oft  am  ferious  with  her  in  my  fleepe ; 
I  am  oft  abfent  when  I  am  moll  neare, 
And  neare  when  as  I  greateft  diflance  keepe: 
Thefe  wonders  loue  doth  worke,  but  yet  I  finde 
That  loue  wants  power  to  make  my  Miftres  kinde. 


Sonnet  VIII. 


I  Lou'd,  was  loued,  and  ioy'd  in  content, 
Our  foules  did  furfet  on  the  fweets  of  loue; 
While  equall  heat  our  hearts  affections  lent, 
Th'one  th'other  to  content  did  proue. 

Thus  'boue  the  pitch  of  other  hapleffe  wights, 
Whofe  fweets  are  funcke  ftill  in  a  fea  of  fowres, 
Our  hearts  fwam  in  the  depth  of  deare  delights, 
Pleafures  feeme  paines,  not  equalizing  ours. 

Q  2  But 
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But  loue's  not  loue,  wherein  are  no  difafters, 
Time  try'd  my  truft  was  by  my  loue  betray'd, 
And  me  (for  ftate)  had  got  for  me  fome  taflers, 
Which  louers  like  not,  fo  our  loue  decay'd. 

Though  fhe  lou'd  others ;  hereof  I  may  boaft, 
I  lou'd,  was  loued  chaftely  firft  and  molt. 

Sonnet  IX. 
Loner,  Mijlrejfe. 

L.  T  T  Ence  loofe  alluring  lookes,  no  more  of  Loue, 

JTJL  No  more  thy  feeming  vertues  fhal  deceiue  me. 

M.  Come,  come  my  deareft,  fpeak  not  thus  to  proue 

How  well  I  loue;  thou  think'ft  it  doth  not  grieueme. 

L.  Thy  beautie  was  a  bait  to  drawe  mine  eye. 
M.  And  with  thy  blinke  my  heart  was  fet  on  fire. 
L.  I  thought  to  finde  a  futing  foule  in  thee. 
M.  Thy  loue's  the  limit  that  bounds  my  defire. 

L.  Thy  loofeneffe  makes  my  loue's  date  now  expire. 
M.  Where  then  thy  vowes?      L.  Gone  with  thy 

feeming  worth. 
M.  And  made  to  me?     L.  No,  vertue  brought  them 
Which  failing  now  no  fewell  feeds  my  fire.      (forth. 

M.  My  hearts  the  harbour  where  thy  hopes  muft  flay. 
L.  Where  grounds  not  good,  an  anchor  dregs  away. 

Song 
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Song  III. 

I  Can  loue,  and  loue  intirely, 
And  can  proue  a  conftant  friend : 
But  I  muft  be  lou'd  as  dearely, 
And  as  truly  to  the  end : 

For  her  loue  no  fooner  flaketh, 
But  my  fancie  farwell  taketh. 

I  cannot  indure  delaying, 

I  muft  haue  her  quickly  won : 
Be  fhe  nice  (though  not  denaying) 
By  her  leaue  I  then  haue  done : 
For  I  am  not  yet  at  leafure, 
To  dwine  for  a  doubtfull  pleafure. 

My  eies  (hall  not  ftill  be  wailing, 

Where  I'm  anfwered  with  neglect: 
My  hurt  is  not  at  her  hailing, 
Who  my  paine  doth  not  refpect : 
He's  a  foole  that  feekes  relieuing, 
From  her  glories  in  his  grieuing. 

With  beautie  I  will  not  be  blinded, 

Yet  I  will  none  foule  affect: 
With  wealth  I  will  not  be  winded, 
If  in  behauiour  be  defect; 

Beautie  ftained  fuch  loue  dieth, 
Wealth  decayed  fuch  loue  flieth. 

Q   3  Gifts 
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Gifts  doe  good,  yet  he  is  filly 

That  therein  expendeth  ftore, 
If  he  win  not,  tell  me,  will  he 
Not  be  meetly  mock'd  therefore? 
It  is  better  to  be  keeping 
Then  to  fowe  not  fure  of  reaping. 

As  I  would  not  words  be  waring 

Where  there's  no  affurance  had ; 
So  I  would  not  gifts  be  fparing, 
Where  I  wooe  and  know  fhall  wed. 
Giuing  fo  is  no  decreafmg, 
I  haue  hers  in  her  poffefling. 

Be  fhe  rich,  and  faire,  and  gained ; 

If  I  fickleneffe  doe  finde, 
My  defires  are  quickly  wained, 
I  can  fteere  with  other  winde. 

For  Vertue,  I  haue  vow'd  to  chufe  her, 
When  that  failes  I  will  refufe  her. 


Song  IIII. 

NOw  doe  the  Birds  in  their  warbling  words 
welcome  the  yeare;  (throats, 

While    fugred    notes    they    chirrup    th'row    their 
To  win  a  pheare: 

Sweetly 
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Sweetly  they  breath  the  wanton  loue 

That  Nature  in  them  warmes: 

And  each  to  gaine  a  Mate  doth  proue, 

With  fweet  inchanting  charmes. 

He  fweetly  fings,  and  ftaies  the  nimble  wings 

Of  her  in  th'aire, 
She  houering  ftaies,  to  heare  his  louing  laies 

Which  wooe  her  there: 
She  becomes  willing,  heares  him  wooe, 

giues  eare  vnto  his  fong: 
And  doth  as  Nature  taught  her  doe, 

Yeelds,  fu'd  vnto  not  long. 

But  Ccelia  ftaies,  fhe  feeds  me  with  delaies, 

Heares  not  my  mone: 
She  knowes  the  fmart  in  time  will  kill  my  heart 

to  liue  alone : 
Learne  of  the  birds  to  chufe  thee  a  pheare, 

But  not  like  them  to  range : 
They  haue  their  mate  but  for  a  yeare, 

But  fweet,  let's  neuer  change. 

The  Turtle-done  let's  imitate  in  loue, 

That  ftill  loues  one: 
Deare  doe  not  flay,  youth  quickly  flies  away, 

Then  defir's  gone. 

Q   4  Loue 
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Loue  is  kindeft,  and  hath  moft  length, 
The  kiffes  are  moft  fweet, 

When  it's  inioy'd  in  heat  of  ftrength, 
Where  like  affections  meet. 


Sonnet  X. 

AS  doth  Solfequium  louer  of  the  light, 
When  Sol  is  abfent  locke  her  golden  leaues, 
And  fealed  mournes,  till  it  regaine  his  fight, 
Whofe  flaming  raies  foone  counteruailes  it's  griefes. 

Far  more  thy  abfence  me  of  reft  bereaues. 
The  hoped-Morne  the  Marigold  doth  cherifh : 
But  when  my  Sunne  this  bleft  horizon  leaues, 
Hopeleffe  of  light  my  ioyes  in  darkneffe  perifh. 

Stay  then  my  Sunne,  make  this  thy  Zodiacke, 
And  moue,  but  make  my  armes  to  be  the  fphere: 
Make  me  thy  Weft,  with  me  thy  lodging  take, 
Moue  to  my  breft,  and  make  thy  fetting  there. 

So  fhall  I  be  more  glad  of  thy  decline, 
Then  P/ice&us-fioure  when  he  begins  to  fhine. 


Song  V. 
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Song  V. 

SEruant  farwell ;  is  this  my  hire, 
Doe  my  deferts  no  more  require? 
No,  doe  not  thinke  to  cheat  me  fo, 
I  will  haue  more  yet  ere  you  goe. 

Thy  \ox£&-Idea  I'le  arrefl, 
And  it  imprifon  in  my  brefr, : 
In  fad  conceit  it  there  (hall  lie, 
My  iealous  loue  fhall  keepe  the  key. 

The  drops  my  wounded  heart  mail  bleed, 
Shall  be  food  whereon  it  fhall  feed : 
The  teares  are  fhed  when  I  doe  thinke 
On  thee,  fhall  be  it's  only  drinke. 

My  reftleffe  thoughts  fhall  range  about, 
My  cares  fhall  care  it  come  not  out : 
And  when  thefe  faile  their  watch  to  keepe, 
I'le  chaine  it  faft  in  leaden  fleepe. 

Nor  thinke  it  euer  fhall  part  thence, 
Or  that  I  will  with  it  difpence : 
Thy  loue  alone  can  me  auaile, 
Thy  felfe  alone  I'le  take  for  baile. 

Sonnet  XI. 
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Sonnet  XI. 

SWeet  is  the  Rofe  and  faire,  yet  who  the  fame 
Would  pluck,  may  wound  his  finger  with  the  bri- 
So  fweet,  fo  faire  is  my  beloued  Dame:  (er, 

Her  darting  eie  wounds  thofe  that  come  her  neere. 

They  both  are  faire,  both  fweet,  they  both  make 
The  rofe  the  finger;  Qcelia  the  heart.         (fmart; 

Sonnet  XII. 

MY  loue  is  fuch  as  I  can  ne're  obtaine, 
Nor  can  I  thinke  which  way  to  eafe  my  paine : 
If  I  conceal't,  theres  no  hope  of  reliefe, 
If  I  bewrai't,  fcorne  will  increafe  my  griefe. 
Griefe  hid  brings  fooneft  death,  there  help  remains, 
Reueal'd  life  lingers,  languifhing  in  paines : 
Since  my  loues  hopeleffe,  and  without  reliefe, 
I  fcorne  her  fcorne  mould  adde  vnto  my  griefe: 
Therefore  my  thoughts  I'le  burie  as  they  rife, 
And  fmother  in  my  foule  my  infant  cries : 
So  haften  death :  then  if  fhe  chance  to  heare 
I  died  for  loue  of  her  I  held  too  deare, 
And  fay  t'was  pittie  with  her  heauenly  breath, 
That  fhall  requite  me  well  euen  after  death. 

Sonnet 
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Sonnet  XIII. 

WHen  I  doe  loue,  let  me  a  miftris  findc,    (cure, 
Whofe  hard  repulfe  doth  me  fmal  hope  pro- 
Not  yeelding  yeelding-no :  the  conftant  minde 
Is  long  in  gaining,  but  obtain'd  is  fure : 
The  Diamond  is  cut  with  care  and  paines, 
But  being  cut,  it  ftill  one  forme  retaines. 

That  which  is  lightly  got  is  valued  lead, 
"The  memorie  of  care  fweetens  content: 
Moft  feelingly  we  doe  thofe  pleafures  tafte, 
That  are  procur'd  with  paine,  made  known  by  want : 
It's  better  neuer  any  comfort  tafte, 
Then  rellifh  forrowes  by  the  pleafures  paft. 

Song  VI. 

A  Maid  me  lou'd,  her  loue  I  not  refpe&ed, 
Shee  mourn'd,  Ihe  fign'd,  nay  fu'd,  yet  I  neg- 
Too  late  too  late,  alas  I  now  repent,  (lected: 

For  Cupid  with  her  loue  hath  me  infecled. 

As  erft  He  hers,  fo  loue  my  heart  now  burnetii, 
As  I  at  her,  lhe  laughes  at  me  that  mourneth : 
Too  late  too  late,  alas,  I  now  repent, 
Since  her  difdained  loue  to  hatred  turneth. 

On 
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On  her  alone  doth  health  and  hope  rely, 
Yet  ftill  fhe  fcornes  and  doth  me  loue  deny, 
Too  late,  too  late,  alas  I  now  repent, 
Since  fhe  ioyes  in  my  death,  I  for  her  die. 


Sonnet  XIV. 

THe  louing  Lizard  takes  fo  much  delight 
To  looke  vpon  the  face  of  liuing  man, 
As  it  feemes  for  to  feed  euen  by  the  fight, 
And  Hues  by  lookes  which  it  inioyeth  than. 

But  when  that  pleafing  obiecT:  leaues  the  place, 
(As  wanting  that  which  only  did  it  cherifh) 
It  fainting  dies,  depriuall  of  that  face, 
The  onely  caufe  is  why  it  fo  doth  perifh. 

Euen  fo  my  Qcelids  loue  hath  lately  proued, 
It  ioyd,  it  liu'd  to  me,  while  I  was  eied 
It  vigorous  was,  but  I  from  fight  remoued, 
It  fainted,  foone  grew  weake,  and  quickly  died. 

My  C&tia's  l°ue  thus  prou'd  a  Lizard  right, 
I  feene,  it  liued ;  It  di'd  I  out  of  fight. 
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A  Paradox. 

ILoue  my  Loue  the  better  ftie  doth  change, 
(Which  fome  may  chance  hold  a  pofition  ftrange) 
Women's  extreme,  if  loue  were  ftill  at  height, 
Like  euer  mining  funne  'tcould  not  delight. 
A  ftill-fruition  duls ;  refpit  releeues : 
An  intermiflion  ftill  new  rellifti  giues. 
A  changing-fauour  puffes  not  vp  with  pride, 
Becaufe  vncertaine  how  long 't  mail  abide. 
It  lets  not  languifh  with  a  long  difdaine, 
No  fooner  eb'd  but  it  doth  flow  againe. 
Then  in  my  turne  I  fhall  be  well  refpe&ed, 
Late  fauorits  as  much  fhall  be  neglected. 
I  loue  her 'caufe  fhee's  woman  (if  her  minde 
Not  wauering  were,  fhe  were  none  of  that  kinde) 
The  more  fhees  woman  I  the  more  doe  loue  her, 
The  more  vnconftant,  I  more  woman  proue  her. 
The  more  a  woman's  of  a  womans  minde, 
The  better,  (beft  degener  leaft  from  kinde:) 
The  moft  inconftant  they  degener  leaft, 
The  moft  inconftant  therefore  are  the  beft. 
The  beft  I  vow'd  to  loue,  therefore  none  els 
I'le  loue  but  whofe  vnconftancy  excels. 

Sonnet 
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Sonnet  XV. 

WHilft  fortune's  fondlings  dadled  in  her  lap, 
Swim  in  the  depth  of  vndeferu'd  defires, 
Careleffe  of  croffe  vnmindfull  of  mifhap, 
Still  floating  higher  then  their  hope  afpires: 

Poore  hapleffe  I,  whofe  hopes  foard  lately  higher, 
(With  promife-pens  plum'd  wch  nere  faile  in  flight) 
Defer'd,  difdain'd,  hartleffe  dares  not  draw  nigh  her, 
My  wearied  wandring  wing  can  no  where  light. 

And  Fortune  ftill  the  more  to  mew  her  fpight, 
The  nearer  that  my  hope  feemes  to  obtaine, 
With  vnexpe6led  croffes  curbes  them  quite, 
Wch  nigh  gain'd  good  makes  me  but  tafle  my  pain. 

Yet  fickle  Fortune  I  difdaine  thy  frowne:  (downe. 
"  Bafe  mindes  thou  maift,  but  neuer  braue  caft 

Sonnet  XVI. 

THey  Fortune  much  do  wrong  that  cal  her  blind ; 
And  that  fhe  knowes  not  how  to  giue  her  gifts ; 
That  fhe's  vnconftant,  wauering  as  the  wind, 
Which  in  a  minute  many  corners  fhifts. 

That 
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That  flie  delights  in  nought  but  turning  dates, 
The  mifers  raifing;  mighty  ones  o'rethrowing, 
She  loues  not  long,  and  long  fhe  neuer  hates, 
At  randome  (as  it  lights)  her  gifts  beftowing. 


If  fhe  were  blinde,  fome  gift  I  might  haue  got 
By  chance :  if  louing  chance  I  had  rife  higher, 
If  long  to  loue  or  hate  inclining  not 
I  once  had  found  her  friend ;  but  I  will  free  her. 

She  fees,  can  giue,  is  conftant,  long  can  hate, 
Too  well  I  know't,  fhe  ftill  hath  croft  my  ftate. 


Sonnet  XVII. 


WHen  I  confider  well  how  Cupid  kinde 
Firft  did  inflame  my  heart  with  louing  fires, 
And  did  remoue  the  quiet  of  my  minde, 
And  for  it  plac'd  wake-rife  (yet  deare)  defires: 


And  how  the  friend  I  truely  did  affecl: 
With  like  fincerity  repaid  my  loue : 
How  we  did  ftriue  each  other  to  refpec~l, 
And  no  contention  elfe  did  euer  proue: 

How 
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How  that  our  foules  fo  nearely  fympathiz'd, 
We  oft  did  thinke  and  oft  did  dreame  the  fame, 
What  one  approu'd  the  other  highly  priz'd, 
What  one  diflik'd  the  others  heart  did  blame. 

O  how  thy  enuy  Fortune  makes  me  wonder, 
Whom  Loue  fo  ioynd,  thou  fhouldft  haue  kept  a- 

(funder. 

Song  VII. 

Horac:  Car:  lib.  3,  Ode  9. 

ad  Lydiam. 

Ho:  \\7"Hilft  I  was  welcome,  &  thy  chiefe  delight, 
And  no  youth  elfe  more  wifhedly  did  bring 
His  armes  about  thy  necke  fo  louely  white, 
I  liu'd  more  happie  then  the  Perjian  King. 

Ly:  whilft  thou  didft  not  burn  with  the  loue  of  other, 
And  Lydia  no  leffe  grace  then  Cloe  found : 
Lydia  was  famoufer  then  any  other ; 
Liu'd  more  then  Roman  Ilia  renoun'd. 

Ho:  But  Thracian  Cloe  now  commandeth  me, 

Skild  in  fweet  Muficke  cunning  on  the  Lute : 
For  whom  I  would  not  be  afeard  to  die, 

To  faue  her  life,  fo  that  my  death  could  do't. 

Ly: 
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Ly:  Calais  Omit/t's  fonne  with  louing  fire 

Burnes  me,  and  I  affect  him  with  like  ftrife : 
For  whom  I  willingly  would  twice  expire, 
If  fo  the  Fates  would  fpare  my  younglings  life. 


Ho:  What  if  our  ancient  loue  mould  come  about, 
And  ioyne  vs  iarring  with  a  lading  chaine : 
Were  faire-hair'd  Cloe  fra  my  hart  caft  out, 
And  caft  off  Lydia  receiu'd  againe. 


Ly:  Though  Calais  fairer  then  a  blazing  ftarre, 

Lighter  then  fleeting  Corke  although  you  be : 
And  then  the  Adrian  fea  more  teaftie  farre, 
With  thee  I'd  loue  to  liue  and  willing  die. 


Sonnet  XVIII. 

"\17"Hy  doft  thou  doubt  (deare  Catlia)  that  my  loue, 
v  v  (Which  beautie  bred,  and  vertue  ftil  doth  nou- 
That  any  other  obie£t  can  remoue?  (rifh) 

Or  faint  with  time?  but  ftill  more  frefhly  flourifh: 

R  No, 
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No,  know  thy  Beautie  is  of  fuch  a  force, 
The  Fancie  cannot  flit  that's  with  it  taken : 
Thy  vertue's  fuch  my  heart  doth  hate  diuorce 
From  thy  fweet  loue,  which  nere  mail  be  forfaken. 


So  fetled  is  my  foule  in  this  refolue, 
That  firft  the  ftarres  from  cryftall  skie  mall  fall: 
The  heauens  fhall  lofe  their  influence,  diffolue, 
To  the  old  Chaos  fhall  be  turn'd  this  all, 

Ere  I  from  thee  deare  Ccelia  remoue, 

My  true,  my  conftant,  and  my  fincere  loue. 


Song  VIII. 

WHen  curious  Nature  did  her  cunning  trie, 
In  framing  of  this  faire  terreftriall  round : 
Her  workmanfhip  the  more  to  beautifie 
With  chang'd  varietie  made  it  abound, 
And  oft  did  place  a  plot  of  fertile  ground 
Fraught  with  delights,  nie  to  a  barren  foile, 
To  make  the  beft  feeme  better  by  a  foile. 

Thus 
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Thus  firft  were  made  by  Thames  the  motly-meads, 
Wearing  the  Huery  of  the  Summers  Queene : 
Whofe  flourie  robe  ore  them  fhe  freely  fpreads, 
With  colours  more  then  are  in  Iris  feene, 
And  all  the  ground  and  hemme  of  graffie  greene, 
Whereon  the  filly  fheepe  doe  feareleffe  feed, 
While  on  a  banke  the  fhepheard  tunes  his  reed. 


Next  fhadie  groues  where  Delia  hunteth  oft, 
And  light-foot  Fairies  tripping  ftill  doe  haunt : 
There  mirthfull  Mufes  raife  fweet  notes  aloft, 
And  wanton  birds  their  chafte  loues  cheerely  chant, 
There  no  delightfull  pleafure  ere  doth  want; 
There  Syluian  with  his  Satyres  doth  remaine, 
There  Nymphs  doe  loue  and  are  belou'd  againe. 


This  place  doth  feeme  an  earthly  Paradife, 

Where  on  fit  obiect  euery  fenfe  may  feed ; 

And  fild  with  dainties  that  doe  thence  arife, 

Of  fuperfluitie  helpe  others  need ; 

Yet  no  fatietie  that  ftore  doth  breed. 

For  when  the  fenfe  nigh  furfets  on  delight, 
New  obiects  the  duld-appetite  doe  whet. 

R  2  This 
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This  place  I  fay  doth  border  on  a  plaine,      (fcorne, 
Which  Step-dame  Nature  feemes  t'haue  made  in 
Where  hungrie  husbandmen  haue  toild  in  vaine, 
And  with  the  fhare  the  barren  foile  haue  torne; 
Nor  did  they  reft  till  rife  of  ruddie  Morne : 

Yet  when  was  come  the  harueft  of  their  hopes, 
They  for  their  gaine  doe  gather  grainleffe  crops. 


It  feemes  of  ftaru'd  Sterilitie  the  feat, 
Where  barren  downes  doe  it  inuiron  round : 
Whofe  parched  tops  in  Summer  are  not  wet, 
And  only  are  with  fnow  in  winter  crown'd, 
Only  with  bareneffe  they  doe  ftill  abound ; 
Or  if  on  fome  of  them  we  roughneffe  finde, 
It's  tawnie-heath  badge  of  the  barren  rinde. 


In  midft  of  thefe  ftands  Qroydon  cloath'd  in  blacke, 
In  a  low  bottome  finke  of  all  thefe  hills : 
And  is  receipt  of  all  the  durtie  wracke, 
Which  from  their  tops  ftill  in  abundance  trils, 
The  vnpau'd  lanes  with  muddie  mire  it  fills. 
If  one  fhower  fall,  or  if  that  blefling  flay, 
You  may  well  fmell,  but  neuer  fee  your  way. 

For 
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For  neuer  doth  the  flowre-perfumed  Aire, 
Which  fteals  choice  fv/eets  from  other  bleffed  fields, 
With  panting  breaft  take  any  refting  there : 
Nor  of  that  prey  a  portion  to  it  yeelds, 
For  thofe  harm  hills  his  comming  either  mields, 
Or  elfe  his  breath  infected  with  their  kiffes, 
Cannot  inrich  it  with  his  fragrant  bliffes. 


And  thofe  who  there  inhabit  futing  well 
With  fuch  a  place  doe  either  Nigro's  feeme, 
Or  harbingers  for  Pluto  Prince  of  hell, 
Or  his  fire-beaters  one  might  rightly  deeme, 
Their  fight  would  make  a  foule  of  hell  to  dreame, 
Befmeard  with  fut,  and  breathing  pitchie  fmoake, 
Which  (faue  themfelues)  a  liuing  wight  would 

choke. 


Thefe  with  the  demi-gods  ftill  difagreeing, 

(As  vice  with  vertue  euer  is  at  iarre) 

With  all  who  in  the  pleafant  woods  haue  being 

Doe  vndertake  an  euerlafting  warre, 

Cuts  downe  their  groues,  and  often  doe  them  skarre, 
And  in  a  clofe-pent  fire  their  arbours  burne, 
While  as  the  Mufes  can  doe  nought  but  mourne. 
R  3  The 
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The  other  Syluans  with  their  fight  affrighted, 
Doe  flee  the  place  whereas  thefe  elues  refort, 
Shunning  the  pleafures  which  them  erft  delighted, 
When  they  behold  thefe  groomes  of  Pluto's  court, 
While  they  doe  take  their  fpoiles  and  count  it  fport 
To  fpoile  thefe  dainties  that  them  fo  delighted, 
And  fee  them  with  their  vgly  fhapes  affrighted. 


To  all  proud  dames  I  wifh  no  greater  hell, 
Who  doe  difdaine  of  chaftly  profered  loue, 
Then  to  that  place  confin'd  there  euer  dwel;  (proue: 
That  place  their  prides  deare  price  might  iuftly 
For  if  (which  God  forbid)  my  deare  mould  moue 
Me  not  come  nie  her  for  to  paffe  my  troth, 
Place  her  but  there  and  I  (hall  keepe  mine  oath. 


Sonnet  XIX. 


FOnd  doubtfull  Hope,  i?m/2?«-deprau'd,  falfe  fires, 
Deceiuing  thoghts  &  plaints  prouing  but  wind : 
111  grounded  griefe,  fpringing  from  vaine  defires, 
Haue  led  me  in  a  maze  of  error  blinde. 

But 
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But  Thou  whofe  eie  furueies  this  earthly  ball, 
And  fees  our  a6lions  ere  they  be  begunne : 
High  and  Eternall  mouer  of  this  all, 
Whofe  mercie  doth  mans  mifery  fore-runne: 


Now  in  the  right  way  turne  my  wandring  heart, 
Teach  me  to  be  bid  farewell  to  fond  dejire. 
Deceiuing  Error  and  Vaine-ioy  depart, 
With  thy  all-qnickning fpirit  my  foule  infpire. 

Grant  Lord  I  may  redeeme  my  mif-fpent  time, 
And  (if  I  fing)  to  thee  I  praife  may  chime. 


Song  IX. 

OHow  my  Jin-clogd-foule  would  foare  aloft, 
And  fcale  the  cryftall-skie  to  feeke  remed, 
But  that  foule  Sinne  (wherewith  I  ftaine  it  oft, 
Makes  it  to  finke  through  doubt  of  my  mifdeed : 
In  fcroule  of  guilty '-confcience  I  reed 
The  rufull  legend  of  my  paffed  life, 
The  thought  whereof  maketh  my  heart  to  bleed, 
Finding  my  foule  offences  are  fo  rife. 

R  4  Neuer 
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Feare  makes  me  faint  to  finde  fuch,  and  fo  many 
As  there  are  ranked  in  that  ragged  roule: 
Defpaire  doth  fay  there  was  nere  fuch  in  any, 
Weeping  cannot  them  wafh  nor  heart  condole. 
Gods  wrath  and  Iujlice  fheweth  to  my  foule, 
For  euery  finne  that  muft  be  fatisfi'd : 
What  will  become  of  me  with  fuch  a  fcroule, 
Since  Death  the  wage  oijinne  is  fure  decreed. 


Neuer  to  blooming-virgin  trueft  Mirror, 
Did  reprefent  beauty  with  more  delight 
Then  fubtill  Sathan  with  affrighting  terror, 
My  guiltinejfe  doth  fhew  me  with  defpight. 
What  erft  as  trifles  feemed  to  my  fight 
Now  are  death-worthy;  my  late-liking  fin 
Is  now  difpleafing;  and  would  barre  me  quite 
All  hope  of  helpe,  fmce  fuch  I  wallowed  in. 


Hope  to  my  heart  my  Sauiour  doth  prefent, 
With  all  his  Pafjions  prou'd  for  finners  fake, 
Yet  none  but  hee  that  doth  from  heart  repent, 
Can  vfe  of  that  great  fatisfaclion  make: 
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I  hold  of  him  by  a  firme-faith  muft  take, 
And  all  h\s  fufferings  to  my  felfe  applie: 
If  penitence  want  not,  nor  Faith  be  weake, 
Of  Heaueu  I  know  he  cannot  me  denie. 


But  where's  Repentance  for  fo  foule  3.Jlaine? 
Why  (lint  you  Eies  continually  to  fhower? 
The  humid  liquor  of  your  moiftning-raine 
Doth  make  to  fprout  the  faire  Repenting-flower. 
Giue  teares  no  refpite,  nor  no  truce  an  houre, 
And  fince  with  wandring-lookes  you  did  offend : 
With  ftill-diftilling  drops  your  Canker  skowre, 
With  coming-care  your  paffed  fcapes  amend. 


Ah  hapleffe  heart,  why  rend'ft  not  with  remor/e? 
For  quicke  conceiuing  what  thzjlejh  hath  wrought: 
Haft  thou  (depraued)  bent  to  ill  thy  force? 
And  knowes  thy  Maker  thy  moft  fecret  thought? 
And  wilt  thou  yet  be  negligent  in  ought 
Thee  may  reclame,  or  with  contrition  wound  ? 
Bleed,  bleed  to  think  that  who  fo  deare  thee  bought, 
Thou'ft  crucifi'd  againe,  with  thornes  haft  crown'd. 

And 
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And  thou  fraile  JleJJi  fhame  not  now  to  begin, 
Thee  to  fubmit  to  the  reforming  fpirit: 
Thinke  of  the  by-waies  thou  haft  wandred  in, 
Which  lead  to  hell  and  death,  deferued  merit. 
Why  art  Thou  proud  ?  Thou  canft  not  heauen  inherit, 
Lie  downe  in  duft,  doe  no  workes  of  thine  owne, 
But  what  the  foule  commands  oh  willing  heare  it, 
By  thy  obedience  let  its  rule  be  knowne. 


But  Lord  without  thy  fweet  ajjijling  grace, 

I  can  doe  nought,  all  my  attempts  are  vaine : 

I  cannot  come  without  thou  call  alas, 

Grant  me  this  grace,  and  bring  me  home  againe ; 

Let  thy  bleft  Spirit,  Faith,  Hope,  and  Loue  remaine 

Still  in  my  foule:  the  JleJJi,  the  world  and  Detail, 

Depriue  of  power;  let  them  no  more  raigne, 

Or  if  they  tempt,  deliuer  me  from  euill. 


Thou'rt  not  defirous  that  a  finner  die, 
But  that  He  may  repent  his  finnes  and  Hue: 
Thou  bidft  the  heauie  laden  come  to  thee, 
And  Thou  wilt  eafe  the  weight  that  doth  him  grieue. 

Thou 
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Thou  bidft  him  knocke,  and  thou  wilt  ope  the  leaue 
Of  that  ftricT:  gate  that  leadeth  vnto  bliffe; 
Grant  I  repent,  doe  come,  doe  knocke,  receaue 
Life,  lightning,  entrance  where  no  anguifli  is. 


Lord  grant  me  grace  my  comming-daies  to  number, 
To  wifdome  then  I  fhall  my  heart  applie : 
Rowfe  me  out  of  this  lethargie  and  Jlumber, 
Oifinne  and  Jlouth  wherein  I  now  doe  lie. 
Sinners  (that  feeing)  foone  fhall  draw  thee  nie, 
Shuning  bafe  thoughts,  their  foules  to  thee  fhall  raife, 
And  with  a  fweet  confort  fhall  pierce  the  skies, 
Of  thy  great  mercie,  and  eternall  praife. 


Sonnet  XX. 


O  Father-God  who  by  thy  ivord  didft  make 
The  Azurd-vault,  and  all  the  hoft  of  heauen, 
The  hils,  vales,  plaines,  frefh  ftreams,  &  brinie  lake, 
And  vnto  each  inhabitants  haft  giuen : 
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O  Word  which  (for  our  fakes)  did'ft  flefh  become, 
With  finners  to  purge  finne  had'ft  habitation : 
Crimeles  accus'd,  condemn'd,  the  croffe  thy  doome, 
Suffredft  Death,  Buriall,  rofe  for  our  faluation. 


O  Holy  Ghoji  which  doft  from  both  proceed, 
Sweet  foule-i7ifpiring-fpirit  with  peace  and  loue: 
Comfort  to  all,  caft  downe  for  finfull  deed, 
Leffening  their  woes  with  hopes  of  Heauen  aboue. 

O  Trinall-one,  one  God  and  Perfons  three, 
Reforme  my  waies,  and  draw  me  vnto  Thee. 

FINIS. 
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